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Ofall created things, 
the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
— William Canton. 





Dear children, 

Cartoon films are mainly intended for children, but | suppose 
nary of ws oldicn are childnen at heart. 

{ Love comic Looks toa. Tintin tops the list of my favourites. 

Have you noticed that rome great original comic Hrips have 
been made inte movies, with real actors playing the role of come 
tit characters) Supermnan, Dick Tracey, aand Flisditone To narme & 
few. 

On the other hand, some classics like Vangle Book and Pinocchio, 
ond some evergreen feing tales like 
Srousbiterwd Cinderella baye been 
made inte cartoon movies. The 
Latest om the Litt is Alladin 







But te my mind, the mest interciting cartoon fils ane the 
shests. Too sodlerng, Wooky Woekgechen, Splucsicr, he. 

fH all started, as you know, with Mickey Mouse created buy Walt 
Disney. We bave come « Lomguty {rom those experimental days, 
and in thin iapue you'll learn a lot about the production of cartoon 
films. 

Mawy right-thinking people are concerned bout the vielence 
sem in contoon shorts. Though intended to be great {utr, Torn and 
deny hitting each other in a variety of ways cam induce violence 
in young minds watching them. 

Bet you won't be misled ef you remember that violence is part 
of Life, and ultimately, its the weak whe win, provided they are 
just tnd {earlers. The muscle flecer always Loses! 

Cartoon films and comic thrips should induce youte read the 
story leolis on which they are larch. Se, let me wish you good 
viewing and good reading in the dauys sbead! 
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Dear Editor 
Some of the jokes that appear 


In Gokulam are too silly, Please 
avoid such jokes. 





Merlita Pinto, 
Mangalore - 4. 


Dear Editor, 

agree with Shankar Rao (No: 
vember Issue). | once gave a 
book for binding, and when it re- 
turned, | found the first and last 
lines of each page missing. 

Then, you can imagine how 
many library books are spoilt this 
way. 

v. Ramya, 
Johnson Grammar School, 
Hyderabad, 


Dear Editor 
Thebehaviourof the crowd dur 
ing the India-West indies matches 
was disgusting, People were 
throwing all kinds of things at 
the West Indian Players. 
Things like pleces of frult 
and botties were thrown, and 
they hit quite a few players. 
Why don’t peopie watch a 
match with the sporting spirit? 
‘Amit P. Lopes, aged 13, 
Thane - 401 202. 


Dear Editor 
The films being made 
nowadays are terrible. They 
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‘are a waste of money and time, 

Good films are few and far be- 
tween. 

R. Santosh, 

Gandhigram - 624 302. 


Dear Editor, 

© Younave so many addresses, 

that | get confused every time | 

want fo send an article to you. So. 

Please give the correct address to. 

which we can send our contribu- 
tions. 

k. A. Sushanth, aged 13, 

MES. Kishora Kendra, 

Bangalore. 





That's news to me! As far as | 
know. Gokulam has just one ad- 
dress, And it is given on page 96 
of every issue, Ed. 


Dear Editor, 







© Murder of the Mynah Decem- 

ber issue), touched my heart. We 
Wow Lona Witt. 
IT TAKE To BE 
PUBLISHED? 





have no right to destroy any life. 


Joel Joy, aged 14, 
Bangalore - 16. 


Dear Editor 
© Murder or the Mynahwos the 
best in the Decemiber issue. Why 
can‘t:you start a column on 
Animals, where teaders can share 
our knowledge about them with 
each other? 
S.M, Sunder, aged 13, 
Bombay - 74. 
That's good idea, Sunder. You 
can write in true experiences and 
facts about your pets. or simply 
‘about the animals you see in daily 
life. What do you say readers? Ed. 
Dear Editor 
How long will it take to see 
our articles in print after it is 
accepted? Will our articles be 
returned to us? 
‘Asudosh, aged 13, Madras. 


Two to six months is a safe bet, 
Asudosh. And we return your arti 
cles only if they are accompanied 


by aself-addressed, stamped en- 
velope. Ed, 
Deor Editor 

Thisis with reference toNaman 
Baligo's letter in the December Is- 
sue. She had said that its the duty 
of our municipality to keep the 
country clean. 

Isit not our duty 1007 Howmany 
tmeshove we thrown rubbish on the 
100d? The municipaity provides us 
with dustbins, but we don’t use 
them property 

S. Gayathri, aged 16, 
Coimbatore - 38. 


Snippets from our readers, 

I Can | send folktales of my 
native state? Why don’t you pub- 
lish more mysteries like Musical 


5 we Dory 


ae 
ie 





Duy 


Smugglers? 


Anand Sharma, 
Calcutta - 700 033. 


[2 what should the size of the 
Paintings to Creative Cornerbe? 
\Vishwas R. Bhat, aged 8, 

Mysore - 570 002. 

The paintings can be of any 
size, Vishwas. But they should be 
done on plain white sheets, not 
ruled ones. 
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the early part of this short cartoon films that were 
| century, cartoonists shown in the movie theatres. 

made an astounding dis- It was at this time, that the 
young Walt Disney entered the 
scene. Looking for a job as a 
commerical artist, he joined the 
Kansas City Ad Company. Here, 
he produced crude advertisement 
films, that would be shown be- 
tween features in local theatres. 
This was Disney's introduction 
to animation. 


covery 

























They could 
make their cartoons 
move, act, and express 
themselves on screen. 
The audience too, was 
excited by this new art 
form. They enjoyed the 


THE DISNEY STORY 


Diterbecame fascinated by it 
He left the Ad Company, and 
produced Alice in Wonderland, a 
film that had a real girl acting 
among animated characters. 

Thus, in 1925, the Walt Disney 
Studio was born, 

But, the popularity of the Alice 
films had begun to a fade. So, the 
distributor of Disney’s films, 
Charles Mintz, suggested that he 
create another character. 

So, Owsald, the Lucky Rabbit, 
a cartoon character was created. 
‘Oswald became very popular. But, 
the cartoon character, though cre- 
ated by Disney, was owned by 
Mintz. Mintz and Disney fell out, 
and Disney left. New York and his, 
job. 


iavaling back to Los Angeles 
onthe train, Disney and his 
wie Lillian, discussed the next 
cartoon character they would cre- 
ate, When Disney had worked for 
the Ad Company, his studio had 
been been filled with mice, most 
‘of them tame. So, the cartoon 








character was to be a mouse, But 
what to name it? Disney suggested 
the name Mortimer, But Lilliant 
thought that it was too pompous. 
So, the name Mickey Mouse was 
born, and grew to be a legend. 


nthat train ride, Disney and 
Lillian discussed what that 
first cartoon film would be. In 
1927, Charles Lindberg had made 
his solo flight from New York to 
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Paris. So, there was Mickey, in 
Plane Crazy, lying in a homemade 
plane with Minnie Mouse. 

The film was funny, but unfor- 
tunately, it did not become popu- 
lar. The popular cartoon character 
at that time, was Felix the Cat, by 
‘Otto Messmer. 


twas at this time, that War- 
| ner Bothers released film with 
a few lines of dialogues and songs. 
This really excited the public. The 
film industry was moving on from 
the silent era, to a world of sound. 
Disney decided that he would pro- 


duce a cartoon with sound (car- 
toon films had been silent so far). 

Steamboat Willie, the next 
Mickey Mouse cartoon had the 
most incredible sound effects, 
Each action was accompanied by 
a suitable sound, To us, so used 
to sound in films, and in cartoons, 
this would be nothing. But to the 
audience of those days, who had 
been watching silent films all those 
years, it was magic! 

‘An orchestra played while 
watching the cartoon film, and 
timed the sound according to the 
action. This was recorded, and 
was later played along 
with the 








film in theatres. 

Steamboat Williebecame a suc- 
ccess, and the Disney Studio never 
looked back. 


T osty, we see Mickey Mouse 
everywhere - on bags, on T- 
shirts, on mugs, bedsheets.... How 
did this come about? in 1930, 
somebody offered the Disneys 
three hundred dollars to print 
Mickey on a school tablet. This 
caught on, and children loved the 























Mickey toothbrushes, 
combs, watches... Many. 
A companies made their 
products popular by 
putting Mickey Mouse on 
them. 

No child today learns 

toread without the man- 
datory Mickey Mouse 
comic, And Disney Stu- 
dio has come a long 
way too. Disneyland, 
the place where fantasy and fun 
are lived out, has branched off 
from the U.S. to Europe, 

Many cartoon films were pro- 
duced by Disney’s successors. 
Beauty and the Beast, The Lion 
King, and the latest, Alladin, “to 
name a few. The cartoons have 
become slicker, being computer 
animated, and sound has reached 
new heights. 

If Disney were to visit us again, 
he would be thrilled. 

S.SRIDHAR 


GOLAN Febuay 519 


STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
N TWO RTS 


T henext day, the four arrived very early 





at school, 
“|gotaverysimple Vatentine’sCaxd," 
said Preethi. Then seeing the malicious grins 
‘around her, she hurriedly added, “It is, of 
“None Course, a very superb card, It ust says "To a 
Special Person’, Let's wiite a poem or some- 

thing. Which of you can write?’’ 
of us “None of us is a Shakespeare here," said 
Rashmi, “Let's all think of something. and 
















isa blabber.”” 
After some argument as to which word 

g thymed better with what, and which line was 
hake- better than which, they produced something 


speare 
here, 
Let's 


VALENTINE 


“12 coma ieenay 


jE}ANUSHA S 





lke this 

‘I'm your poor little Amber who died, 

Forme, noboay but you cried. 

For all the other's have stone hearts, 

Except you, 

My grave Is oh, $0 stuffy and hot. 

Soon, | shall decay and rot. 

So my dear mistress, | plea to you! 

Rescue me from this life (rather death) of 
pain,” 

“'Itisgood enough, “ saidPreethiandneatly 
copied it into the card with her sketch-pens, 
Then she wrote, ‘From your poor, dead, 
beloved, suffering Amber.” 


ustthen, Anusha entered the class, groan: 
ing under the weight of her heavy bag. 
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“Such aheavy bag! she groaned. "Hiyaars! 
What does the school think? Are we weight 
lifters? Why, even Hulk Hogan will think twice 
before liting my bai 

She dumped herbag on herchair, andwent 
out of class, yanking the arm of her best friend 
Rashmi, grumbling at top speed to her bored 
listener, 





he others swiftly went to Anusha’ bag, 
“Insertthe cardinherHindinotebook,"* 
said Gayathri. “That's the fist period and she'll 
open that book fist.” 
No, just place it on her desk,’ said Preethi, 
“Pooh! She'll suspect us at once, because 
we were the only ones in the class when she 
came,” said Divya. “No, the best idea would be to put it on the fist 
page of the ‘Amber’ lesson.” 
“Yeah!” said Gayathri, "It willbe so funny then!” 
“Okay where is her English text?" 
Preethi fished it out of Anusha’s bag. They hurriedly inserted the 
cord into the book. Divya giggled. 
“Shut-up! hissed Gayathri, “And keep your faces as straight as a 
ruler when Anusha comes,’ 








T he prayers and the Hindi period seemed to really crawl for the 

fourtricksters. Divya wenton asking the time off the Hindlteacher, 
Mis, Chopra, andnearly gotsentoutof the class. Gayathriwent on aggra- 
vatingly rocking her chai, which neatly drove the poor teacher crazy. 

“What has happened to you girs this nomingl” cried Mrs, Chopra, 
imitated, ‘One more disturbance from yourside, girls, and| won'thave: 
you in my class from tomorrow!" 

The thought greatly appealed to the git, but they kept quiet, and 
the class went on as smoothly as it could after that, 





Ai! the bellrong, and Mis. Chopra gracefully made her exitand 
Mrs, Ramaswamy made her dignified entrar 
‘We're to continue reading ‘Amber’ today, soid Mrs. Rama- 
swamy, after the class had wished her. “Gayathri please get up and 
read the lesson,” 
Goyathijumped, Reading was the last thing she wanted to do that 
morning, How couldshe tunbackandwatch Anushaifshewasreading? 
“LL1've got aisore throat, miss.” she sold, hopefully. 
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“Doesn’tlooklike that to me,” 
soid Mrs. Ramaswamy, unhelp- 
fully, “Now please begin 
reading. 
Poor Gayathri began. 
There were shuffing noises to 
be heard near Anusha, 
“Anusha, what are you up- 
102" asked Mr , 
“Ican‘t find my text-book, 
miss,’* said Anusha, anxiously, 
Gayathri glanced at Rashmi, 
“Maybe it is under your 
desk,’’ she whispered to 
Anusha. “Look...” 


t was there, Anusha 

grabbed it thankfully. 
“Page thirty-six." sald 
Gayathri again, 

“Thatwilldo,’’ said Mrs, 
Ramaswamy, "Continue 
reading.”* 

Hardly a few words were out of Gayathr's 
mouth when there was a loud “Ha?” from ThE 
‘Anusha, and uncontrollable smothered giggles This 
from DivyaandPreethl. Gayathritriedtocrane 
her neck as much as possible without being card, 
noticed. ‘ 

Anusha had discovered the small green fay Miss, How 
card, and had read it under her desk with did it 

shment, shock and wonder. 
‘What is this?’ she gasped loudly, for- come 
getting the class and teacher, 
‘What is what?” asked Mis. Ramaswamy. here?” 
Didn’t you understand something?" - 

“This card, miss,” said Anusha blindly, not 
realizing what she was saying, “How did it 
come here?’” 

Divya, Gayathri and Rashmi exploded at 
this, 

Bring it here,” said Mrs, Ramaswamy to 
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Anusha, after giving the other three a glare. 
nusha gave the card to her. The four tricksters watched with 
bated breath. Mrs. Ramaswamy unsuccessfully tried to wear a 

frown instead of the wide grin that was spreading on her face, asshe 
readthe poem. In the end, she hadto laugh, Thankful hat the teacher 
saw through the joke, the four began to grin too, and even allowed 
themselves to laugh. 

Mis. Ramaswamy grinned siyly. 
Preethi thishandwritingisextrémely neat, don'tyouthinkso?"* she 
said, 

“Er, yes, | suppose so, miss,’ said Preethi, wondering what to say. 
‘Anusha wos faintly surprised, Why ask her? She hadn't seen the card, 
anyway! 

“And Divya, the poem isn’t upto the standard of the Joke, sit?" she 
said, glancing at Gayathr 

Divya conveniently made her fountain pen leak, and began attend- 
ing to It, Preethi pretended she had not heard anything. Anusha was 
astounded Why ask them, of aipeople? Thenithither, Howdare they! 
Rogues! Wait tilthe period was over, wait fillshe battered them withher 
tongue, wait til... 

Anusha went back fo her place, humiliated, fighting tears and 
fuming inwardly, 


A soon as the period was over, Anusha rounded on the four gits. 
“How dare you send me that stupid card!" she cried in rage, 

“What do you think of yourselves! Mean pigs!’” 

“You shouldn't have acted so sly about 

”" said Rashmi. ''Or we wouldn't have: 








Q : Why don't 








lobsters ever done it, 
share? “And don't talk to us,’ giggled Preethi 
A: Because “Don't talk to us till Amber comes back to lifel’” 
they are selfish. ‘Anusha stated at them angrily. 
M,N. Harish, “Just see, I'll never speak to you all again. 
aged 11,|} EVER! 


The fourscreamed with laughter, and Anusha 
ran to complain to her friend Ankita, on seeing 
which, Ankita promptly ran out herself. 

‘Amber may not have come to life, but it'd 
made life lively for the group of four! 

Yamini N.., Std. 1X, 
Padma Seshadri Bala Bhavan S.SS., Madras, 
(Concluded.) 


Madras - 28. 





SCIENCE PUZZLE 


RACK YOUR 
BRAINS! 


This puzzle is strictly for science buffs. 

















FOELECTRON 
ARMS TRONGS 
ROBHASKARA 
ABHS DEFQRY 
DCDT XNAZEN 
AOUBOYMANO 
YNPT!QSsSRTH 
NVvVWSNTAQODM 
OoETORRI ROS 
NX UR ANSI UML 
Clues: 


1, A particle discovered by 
J. J. Thompson. 
2. 
induction 
. The Second Indian Satellite 
First person to reach the MOON. 
. Person who invented the law V = R. 
. Microbe that helps in the formation of 
C,H, OH. 
. Person who invented Laws of 
Gravitation and Motion, 
. Converging Lens that forms 
REAL IMAGE. 
|. Radioactive element (isotope) 
used for Nuclear Fission. 
Unit to measure atmospheric 
pressure. 
V. Sabareesh, aged 14, 
Kalpakkam - 603 102. 


eane 


10. 


Person whoinvented Electro-magnetic 
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( 


it 
f 
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S= ‘and Brother Undir were good 
itle mice. They lived in o lovely tree 
house ina banyan ree, The reehod many 
long and lealy branches and overhanging 
cerial roots, The roots were reol fun 0 
swing on! Along with Popa ond Moma, 
they sen picnicked under thatree's shade 

Even though Brother was six years 
younger, the two siblings did ploy to- 
ether. Sister often helped Brother with his 
rome-work and school assignments. Most 
ofthe time, Brother admired Sister, though 
he did not like to show it. But lately, 
something hd changed. Sisterand Brother 
had begun to quarrel. More and more 
issues led to disagreements. 











ister was rather a neat ond tidy mouse. 

Brother hod not yet learat to keep his 
books and toys and clothes neatly. Asthey 
shared the same room, they ended up 
squabbling frequenly 


NG 


“Don't put your muck on my bed!” 
Sister shovted ot Brother one evening. She 
had come bock home rather late from 
school, because of badminton practice. As 
she entered the room, she found a lot of 
stuf strewn oll over her bed. There was o 
‘pockof UNO cards spread here and there. 
Brother's diy socks were on Sister's pil 
low. So wos a pile of dogreared comic 
books. One shoe was on the bed and one 
under it. So Sistec shouted. 

“No need to yell!” replied Brother, “I 
bon ike it” 

“Well, don't ike the mess you make 
either!” said Sister 

Brother: Push the stuff onto the floor 
then! 

Sister: W's your stuff! You do ill 

Beater: Nol wort 

Sister: Yes, you will 

Brother : No, | won't 

Sister: Yes, you will 





THE UNDIR STORIES 





Brother : No, | won't! 

‘And he ran out ofthe room. 

“"s thot so” demanded Sister, chos 
ing him, very angry by now. 

Brother ron to the dining table. Sister 
ran after him. Round ond round they ran 
‘A frst Sister chosed Brother. But ater 
some time they didn’t know who was chas- 
ing whom. 


_Jetiten Mare come ie room and 
sked, “What on earth is going on?” 
"Ask Brother!” suggested Sister Uni. 
"1 de do ening sid Behe, 
“thw she who begantoellatmeas soon 
15 she got back from school!” 
“He messed up my bed and won't 
clean it up!” comploined Sister. 
nde HP hf your” hundred Popa 
Unde: 
Both, Brother ond Sister stopped ot 











= 


=, 
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“New why don't both of you calm 
own nd tell me what the mater is,” 
suggested Mame Undir 

“She started chasing me first” said 
Brother. 

“He messed up my bed!” complained 
Sister. 

“That's enough! Both of you go and 
de seme tying up Your room sueisina 
‘ordered Mama Undir. 

re iyou mustheplitieBrfer. Afell, 
you are the big sister!” soid Popa. 


‘o both Brother and Sister hod to march 

ff fo their room fo clean up. Sister 
‘wos ruly annoyed. With one wave of her 
hand she swept oll Brother's stuff off her 
bed ond onto the floor. Then one by one 
she flung the stuff towards Brother's bed 
soying, "Here toke this, is yours! And this, 
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is ond tis. 
‘"Whaton earth ore youdoing?” asked 
Brother. 
“Just you watch!” replied Sister 
Soon her side ofthe room was cleaned 
Up. She then took a piece of white chalk 
and drew aline in the middle of he room 
"New rules!” she declared. "You 
stick to your side ofthe roam and | stick to 
mine, F make sure nothing of mine comes 
to your side. You make sure nothing of 
‘yours is found on my side ofthe line. I it 
does, I'l ust hrow it away! Got i?” 
"Got it!” ogreed Brother, "But then 
how do we play cards or anything?” 
We just don't” replied Sister. 
Brother wasn't sure whether he liked 
the new arrangement, Many a time ot 
right he used to snuggle in with Sister 
Undie in the middle ofthe night. Now she 
‘wos unlikely to allow him. 


ot right, Sister ond Brother did not 

speak to each other when they went to 
bed, However, thanext moming Sister hod 
forgotten all about the quorrel. 

‘AWoke up, hurry” she shook Brother 
Undir awake os usual 

“Mim, mum! You finish brushing fist, 
then Il get up” he replied. 

So five minutes cfer she hod brushed 
‘ond woshed, Sister called out to Brother 


i 


cond 





ay pe 





‘gain 

“Hurry up, you sleepy head! Youdon't 
‘wont o be late for school do yout” 

Sister was soon ready for breakfast. It 
‘wos neorly 8 o'clock. Popa, Mama and 
Sister were tthe table. Brother wasn't 
"Tl have to leave for school without 
him!” Sister declared. 

But he's your litle Brother. Wait @ 
bit. Il get him reody,” said Moma, 

“litle brother all he time! Am | not 
«0 kid too? I did try and wake him up. I's 
his foul for not geting ready on time! | 
don't want fo be late for school because of 
him” grumbled Sister. 

“No need to wail then,” said Brother 
who was nearly reody except for his break- 
fost 

""Oh, come on! Sister is waiting. You 
bod better stort on your breakfast." That 
wos Popa Undir. 

“He doesn't eat fas! enough!" soid 
Sister 

Brother : | do! 

Sister: You don't 

Brother: | do! I dol 

Sister: You don't! You don't! 

Brother : | do! Ido! I dot 

Sister: You don't! You dent! You 
don't 

Brother: | do! | do! | do! So there! 

Popa: Stop thot at once! Come on litle 





















fellow, finish up! Sister is 


waiting! 
Brother : 1 hod the 
last word, ho! 
Sister : See, Mama! 


Brother's fighting os 
‘usual! Why can’t I just 
go? | wish I wes the litle 
fone ond he had to put up 
with me! 

Brother: So, gothen! 
Who cares! | can man- 
oe! 





iar woe ely on 

noyed by now. SI 
picked up her school bog 
‘ond started. Brother let 
behind his half eoten 
breokfest and ron afer 
Sister 

“i'm coming! I'm 
coming!” he shouted. 

They were both late 
forschool hot day. Sister 
was close to fears when 
she was osked fo stand 
‘oport withthe other late 
comers during assembly. 
So wos 


Y 








sister or nal! Tm never going to 
wait for Brother again!” she thought 10 
herself. 

"First being scolded ot home. Then 
‘being punished in school! Fm not sure what 
iswrong, buts al xo unfie I wish sisters 
‘were never invented!” thought Brother. 


evening, Brother had fo go to @ 
frends ieoy ory. He pened ba 
cupboard to find something to wear and o 
whole pile ofclothes ell out! Many had not 
been folded. Others had become messed 
upctier being folded. Some were washed. 
‘Some dirty. Some even belonged fo Sister 
— those thot Brother had quielly “bor- 
rowed’ when ino hurry. Afer going 


yy 












Tt looks 


father vice 
on me! 


t 
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through the pile he found @ reazonably 
reat looking pair of shorts. But no Thi 

"What con I de® | need @ Tshirt 
quickly!” he thought. Suddenly on idea 
siruckhim. He stuffed everthing back info 
his cupboord ond shut the door. Then he 
‘opened Sister's cupboard. There was a 
neat pile of T-shirts all woshed and ironed, 
He picked up a blue one ond wor it. 

“"tlooksrather nice on me!” hethought, 
looking ot himself in the mirror. And 
before anyone could notice anything, he 
picked up the present he was supposed to 
give ond ron out 

“Bye Momal Ill be back soon!” 
said running to the birthday party. No one 
had noticed anything 
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‘ter, when Sister went to her room, she 
found the door ofer cupboard open 
Even then nothing struck her. But when 
Brother returned with chocolateicing down 
the front ofthe blve T-shirt she nearly ithe 
ceiling! By then it was too late! This time 
leven Papa and Mama Undir were on he 
side, Brother got a good scalding from 
both of them! 
Sistor decided thot she did ret want to 


GA 








Whos chasing, 
Whom? 


tke any more chances, She said, “Mama, 
please Mamal | wan! @ separate room 
Nothing works with Brother! | con't share 
conything with hi!” 

""Good idea!” said Brother, "Then no 
cone wil yell a me and fight with me all he 
time! I'm moving into the spare room!” he 
declared ‘ 

Popa was about to stop him. But 
‘Mama signalled to Popa to soy nothing 
They ollowed Brother to move his things 
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info the spare room. Even Sister helped! 
Brother suck his tongue out ot er. She 
stuck hers bock a him. Brother placed a 
‘thumb on his nose and wagged his other 
fingers al Sister. Sisler stuck both her 
thumbs into her ears and wagged all har 
fingers Brother. Popa wos geting fed up 
the goings on 

wonder fall siblings Fight ike this!” 

he said to Mama Und 

















gotten 
was like!” replied Mama 
Undir, 


Trai roer ci 
was all alone ot bed 
time. it made him prety 
scared of the dork. He 
could notgetto sleep. He 
sow he banyan tree roots 
outside the window sway 
ing in the wind. And the 
leaves rusled. He wos 
terrified. Poor Brother! 
wish Sister was 
thought, "But 
can'toskheriocamehere 
now. Not after the way 
‘we fought!” 

And he sen 
retted the porting gift he 
Fealelibchindintheroom 
for Sister. Brother had 
chewed @ whole lot of 
bubble gum and then 
stuck t on to Sister Undi's pillow! He had 
bbeon so mod at her that he had wanted to 
do something real nasty 

"Oh, how I with | had not done iI 
must have stuck to her fur by now” he 
moaned. But it was probably too late! 

Inher room, Sister read herself sleop. 
‘She was not seared ofthe dark. But she 
began to find the room too quiet. No one 
to chat with before falling asleep, Nothing 
to grumble about. No one to fight with, 











"can't believe fm actully thinking of 
Brother! Good riddance is what | ought 10 
bbe thinking!” she said to herself. 

Buttryas she might, she could nothelp 
missing Brother. "I guess | need him ot 
least 10 fight with! And we're not really 
worse than other litle brothers ond sis- 
ters!” she thought to herself 


rother did not sleep very wel hot night 
‘About 3:00 AM he 
‘woke upforthethirdtime. 
Thor's when he gave up. 
Slowly he tiptoed ino 
Sisters room. She was 
fast asleep. As he went 
close to her bed he 
sleppedon something sof 
cond squishy. It was 
Sister's pillow thot hod 
fallen onto the floor. 
Brother picked up the pil- 
low and put it by the side 
ofSister’shead. Hedared 
not lift her head and put 
the pillow under it prop 
‘erly. What if she woke 
‘up? She might chase him 
‘away then! As quietly os 
he could, he snuggled in 
nex! to her ond put his 
head on her pillow. 
Itwasn’t long before 
‘Sister realized that Brother 
was wither. Butshe was 
too sleepy to fallow upon 
eights. She[unputherorm round his 
stomach and continued to sleep. After 
‘while Brother too drifted off to sloop 
Inthe morning, as usual, Sister red to 
shoke Brother awake. 
“Wake up you sleepy head! You don't 
want 1 be late for school, do yout” And 
remembering her fighsshe added, “Don't 
forge, this ime mm not waiting for you! 
Brother sat up at once. The pillow sot 
Lp with himl lt wos stuck to the fur on his 





head! 

“What's the matter?” asked Sister, 
looking quite puzzled 

“Oh nol Ws the bubble gum! tim 
stuck” replied Brother Und. 

“"What on earth?” osked Sister totally 
puzzled. 

Brother Undir was ina fx. How could 
hetell Sister hott was meant for her justos 
they seemed to be making upt 












w 


"Come Vl help you take i off" said 
Sister, pulling othe pillow, trying fo sepa- 
ral kom Brother's ho. In he end she 
picked up pair of scissorsond snipped off 
some fur and separated the pillow from 
Brother's heod 

"How on earth did the gum get onto 
my pillow? | wosn't chewing any!" won 
dered Sister cloud. 

Brother decided to confess. 

Should | tell you the truh it was 
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“Okay, okay! 'm game! Lets give this 
whole thing © chance!” greed 
‘Sister. 


‘Moma ond Popa Undir were ot the 


seems os fol’s well hat ends 


ing to opologize?” Alco ntl bene aqubbl soid 
wenn 2207 Feast doo realy Mame. 
© separate room! | want to come 
tock Vilimprovel FHowmochnete how ANURADHA KHATI 





Aman Duta, aged 10, 
New Bombay. 





suffering from different diseé 
spot the names of their illn 


SICK PICK! 


This doctor has nine different patients in his hospital, all 





8 and illness. Can you help him 
ind treat them? 
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ladhu, aged 15, Kumbakonam - 612 001. 
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tummy! Where are my 
green ribbons?” 

Mother, busy in the kitchen, 
called out, “Oh Nita! Just see if it's 
inthat pile of things you dumped in 
your case yesterday,” 

Nita ran to her room, and 
opened the case, Out came stock 
ings, clips, combs, rubber band» 
and... 

“Tgotit!” Nita grabbed the 
ribbons and ran out to play, 

leaving the case 

and the things 

scattered around. 
as “Nita!” her mother 





called, “Clean up before you 
go out,” 

“Til do it later, 

mummy!” 

| lhe next day, 

her mother 

cried, 

“Clean up 


today, Nita!” 


| your case 
f 
" 
But Nita was 
too busy wat 


chingamovieon 


cable. Only after the movie was 
over, did Nita remember her 
homework, and it was 9.30 p.m.! 

“Oh, no!” she cried, “Now I'll have todo 
maths and chemistry.” 

She stayed up till eleven o'clock, doing 
her homework. 
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Whenever | 
her mother — | 


called her to (i 
“fae 


help in the kit- 
chen, Nita alway: 
had some work of 
her own. And she 
was really addicted 
to Star T.V. So her 


——STORIES FROM 








mother did her work without 
help, and Nita? Heaven help it if 





she missed the cable movie, or 
the latest fashion capsule. 


nd Nita’s studies were 
rown aside. 
“Don'tyouhavetostudy what 
your teacher has taught you so 
far?” her mother asked her, 
“Don't postpone things Nita, 
OF. 
“Don't worry, mummy,” Nita 
would reply, her eyes fixed on 
the television screen, “I'll 


OUR READERS—— 
“manage.” 

“Why bother?” thought Nita, 
“There are twowhole months for 
the exams to arrive.” 


hen one 
morning, 
Nita’smotherdid 
not wake her up 
as usual. Nita 
slept on, and it 
was seventhir- 
ty when she 
woke up. 

“Why didn't 
youwakemeup 
mummy?” Nita 
cried. “I have a 
school project to 
complete.” 

“But you 
slept so late last 
night, dear,” her 

mother replied, “I 
didn't have the heart to 
wake you up.” 

So Nita got a zero for her 
project. She was shocked and 
sorry, when she got her marks, 

“Wash the dishes, will you?” 
her mother asked, thinking that 
the morning's shock must have 
changed Nita. But no! Nita was 
too busy reading a story book. 


the days flew by, and soon, it 
was two di for the exam. 
“The factors and equations 
in maths,” cried Nita, “The 
formulae in chemistry! Oh! 
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Which shall I study first?” 
How was she to finish her 
portions in just aday anda half? 
“It's mummy's fault,” Nito’s 
angry mind found a reason, 
“She's spoilt me and pampered 
me, and....” 
Nita, ina flash ofrealization, 


suddenly knew 
that there was no 
one at fault but: 
herself. 

“How can it be 
mummy's fault,” 
shethoughtasha- 
med, “Ididnotnot. 
listen to her.” 


he exams 
came and 
went, and Nita 
faced them as 
squarely as she could. 
Whenthe last exam wasover, 
Nita came running home joy- 
fully. 
“Mummy ihe cried, “Can I 
help you wash the dishes?” 
Shakila Gopi, aged 14, 
Goa, 








Avatmats are the richness of 
nature, 
‘They are most wonderful 
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Elephants are the largest, 
Glraffes are the tallest. 
Pets are usually dogs and cats, 











We get milk from the cows, 
While cheese is eaten up by the 
‘Some animals are very sly. 
It’s a pity some have to die, 
‘They are killed for their 
Ddeautiful coats, 
Some are killed for their meat, 
we roast. 
Killing animals is awfully wrong, 
For the living world, we all 
belong. 
-V.P. Arthi, aged 10, Asian 
School, Bahrain. 
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A Good Book is one 

With stories and fun, 

Many puzzles to be done 
When friends there are none, 


A Good Book with a 

snack is yum, 

For people even in the dumps, 
So whenever you see 

people glum, 

Surprise them with a Gokulam! 

Ramya Santhanam, 

aged 13, 

Cluny Convent, 








STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





he end of the Pooja holi- 

days was drawing near. I 

hhad not yet decided the 
subjectofmy holiday project work. 
The school was to re-open 
day after tomorrow. 

“Come in and have your tea, 
Geeta,” my mother called out. I 
went in with a long face. 

“It’s your project, isn’tit?”my 
mother asked me. I nodded 
miserably. 

“Well...” she said, “Some of 
my old reference booksare in the 
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Til get them for you.” 


attic. 
hewas back in ten minutes 
S wiping a pile of books with 
acloth. You should have 
seen the cloud of dust that rose 
from them. I began to cough. 

“I am going out to get some 
vegetables...” my mother called 
out, and I heard the front door 
slam behind her. Hooked at the 
books. 

“Til drink my tea first,” I 
decided, and I raised the cup. 

















O 


What was this? A fly in my tea? 
No, it was a bee. I gently lifted the 
creature with twofingersand blew 
onit, Itdid not stir. I placed it on 
the saucer. I did not feel like 
drinking the tea anymore. 

I picked up the book on top 
and began leafing through it. 
E the project. T'was quite 

depressed. Suddenly, a 
little creature flew in and began 
toflyin buzzing circlesaroundmy 
head. 

Itwasmy bee! Iwas 
sure of it! 

It landed on my 
hand. Iturned my’ 
palm upwards. 
‘The bee dropped 
a little bubble of 
honey on it and 
said, “Hold a 


book’ and a pen 
in your other 


vening. Still no ideas for 


ut 


Gh 


hand, and lick up the honey.” 

“You can speak?” I was 

really surprised. 

“T can,” the bee replied, 
“Now do what I have told 
you...” I did as instructed, 
Suddenly, Ifound that I was 
a really tiny creature in a 

huge room. I was just the 
size of an ant crawling 
towardsme, Thad shrunk! 
‘Theantcame upto me 
| and put out a feeler, I 

3 was frightened. 
“Quick!” the bee 
ordered, “Hop on my 
back.” T did so, and 
there we were, soaring 

away into the air, 


¢ flow a long way, till 
W wereached a huge bee- 
hive suspended from 


the branch of a tree. I received a 
warm welcome, and was taken 
to the queen bee. 

“Yousaved my worker's life,” 
she said, “Ask any favour, and it 
will be granted,” 

It was then that I had my 


brilliant idea, 





a 





CORA 6 31 








“Tell me all 
about bees,” I 
begged her, “I'll 
write about you for _ 
my project!” 
The queen bee began her 
story. 


he queen bee mates with the 
drones, which are male bees. 
Then, she lays ber eggs in 


hexagonal compartments built by the 
‘worker bees 

‘The eggs hatch into worker Bees and 
drones, and soon, avwhole hive it formed 
this way. 

Thedronesare harmless. They do no 
‘work. 

‘The sworker bees are always busy, 
collecting honey from flower to flower. 
This honey is then stored in 
compartments in the hive. It is the 
worker bee that has a sting at the end of 


its tal 
other by shaking their 


B sabdomens, The buazing noi- 


Seis caused by the vigorous flapping of 
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ees communicate with each 


wings. 
There is only 

one queen per iv, 

Ian outside queen 

‘wants to occupy the 

hive, she bas to first 
defeat the existing 


queen in a fight. 
there was a 


S lot of angry 


buzzing from out- 
side the hive. 
Some workers 
came in and told 
their queen, “A queen bee is 
outside. She is challenging you 
toa fight.” 

“Take her back safely,” the 
queen bee instructed the worker 
who had brought me there. 

As I flew away, I turned to 
lookback at the hive. Who would 


win? , 
B called me for dinner, I 
had completed my proje- 
ct. And in school, it received the 
highest marks. Itwas displayed 
on the school bulletin board, 
Iwashappy. Itwasall thanks 
tothe bees! But [had a nagging 
worry—had the queen managed 
to defeat her rival? 


uddenly, 


y the time my mother 





E.S.Subha, aged 14, 
Bombay - 400 029. 


PLACES OF INTEREST 


adurodam, near Ams- 
M terdam in Holland, is 2 

perfect little miniature 
place. Ieis a litele city in itself, built 
on a small scale over an area of an 
acre or two. 

As soonas you enter it.you feel 
as if you have stepped into the 
Liliput land of ‘Gulliver's Travels’ 
Many small moving dolls 
have been put together to 
form scenes like a 
wedding 
mony, an airport, 
a cathedral, a 
harbour, land- 
scapes, residential 
areas, factories, 
football stadiums, 
and so on, Itisa 
mini adventure 
land in itself. 

Atnight,nearly 
50,000 little lights 
glow all over this 
miniature city. 

But who built 


it,and why? 
M adurodam, the miniature 
city, was named after 

George Maduro. He was born in 
Curaco in 1916, studied faw in 
Leiden, and was prepared to step 
into the family business. 

But then, World War Il broke 
out. 


cere- 












George Maduro was a reserve 
Lieutenant in the Dutch Tank 
Regiment. So he led the battle at 
Villa Leeuwenburg near Leids- 
chendam, on 10th May 1940. 


was betrayed to the Ger- 
mans in 1943, and was sent 
to Dachau, a military camp. He 
died there on 9th 
February 1945. 
He was 
later award- 
ed the Mili 
‘ary Order 
lof William 1, 
posthu- 
mously. 
His 


w 






parents 


= 


AGIC 


were very grief-stricken atthe loss 
oftheir beloved son. They built the 
tiny wonderland of Madurodam in 
his memory. 


R. Harikrupa, aged 13, 
Cluny Convent, 
Bangalore. 
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IT HAPPENED TO ME 





best friends today, are 
Lawrence, Lenoy and 
Bijoy. Let me tell you 
how Imet them, for that was when l was 
introduced to Gokulam too. 

Te-was a September five years ago, 1 
ing 
verylonely, Ipicked upastoneand threw 
it intoa muddy pool. 

‘The muddy water splashed on a man 
‘withan umbrella, who was walking inmy 
direction from the opposite side, 

Furious, he came running towards 
ime, his umbrella raised, as iftohit me, 1 
turned and ran, and entered a nearby 
apartment block. 





wasroamingabout oneafiernoon,f 





ARE 
FE 
















Tran up the 
stair to the second 
floor. The man fo 
lowed me, | What 
was todo? Ania 
sirick me, Trantor 
wards a door, and 
stood with ny hand 
on the bell switch 
The man had 
reached the floor 
too, and was now 
standing on the top 
step, bestatng.. 








"Tider brother 
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fo 


immediately pressed thebellswitch, 


The door opened, and a litle boy 
Jookedatmequestioningly. Stammering 
ali, asked, "syourbrotherathome?” 
the boy said, “Anna is 
sleepnginside, Are you joy, histrend?”™ 

T nodded my head and said, “But 
your brother asked mie to come at this 
time," 





“Come 


‘Theboy went into another room. By 
now, Lwasreally nervous of beingdiscov- 
ered, And that man was standing out: 
side... 

‘To my relief, the boy came out with 
4 magazine in his hand, 

Lawrenceannaaskedme togive 

this to you when youcame," he: 
giving the magazine to me, “PI 
return it as soon as you can,"" 








ON 


Cur 





“What's your name?"” Tasked him, 
Aipping through the pages of the maga- 


“Lenoy,”” he answered, 


| thanked him and began to descend 


the stairs, 


The man was nowhere tobe seen 





Hutmy relief wasshort-lived, fortherehe 
‘vas, taking to the building watchman, 1 
quickly ran back and sat on the stairs 


leading to the third floor, 


began to read the magazine, twas 
called Gokulam, and it cost Rs, 3/-, It 
had a lot of stories and articles, and 1 
began reading them. I don't know how 





Jong Isat on those stairs rea 


Suddenly, somebody tapped vy. 
shoulder, I turned surprised. Lenoy and 
two hefty boys stood there, They pushed 
‘me into their flat and snatched the maga- 


zine from my hands 


“Who are you?” demanded one of 
the boys, “And why are you stealing 
books?": 

“"We'llcallthe watchmanifyoudon’t 
tell us,” the other sad, 

then came out withmy story. When 
1 finished, all three of them had wide 
smiles on their faces. 

“T guess it’s okay then,"” 
‘murmured, 


one boy. 





Layirence," the other said, "And thisisthe 
real Bijoy. So guess youbetter hand over 
the Gokulam to hita."* 

“My name is Nithin," Lsaid, “Thave 
‘moved into this colony recently."* 


Wee spent ais hour ot so playing 
indoorgames. Wehadalotoffun, Then, 
stood up to gohome. To my relief, the 
rman was nowhere in sight, 

Lawrence, Lenoy and Bijoy are my 
best fiends now, and T buy Gokulam 
every month 
Nithin K., aged 16, Bombay - 400 094, 
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CREATNE 
CORNER 


A. Siddharth, aged 11, 
Secunderabad - 500 003. 


D.K. Geeva Narthagi, 


Shobi Babu, aged 14, 
St. Joseph's Convent, 
Nagpur. 


Priya R. Iyer, aged 12, 
Vani Vidyalaya 1LS., 
Bombay. 















ost of us love e 
watching clouds. 

We know how te ™ 
clouds are formed. But did < 
you know that there are 
different types of clouds? 

Some clouds 
look like big 
cauliflowers 
and are white ee: 
in colour. cae 
Some are fluffy,and are grey "mountains in the sky. They are 
or black in colour.Some other C@uliflower-shaped, and are 
clouds are found in layers, formed at a height 1,219 to 
Gisnilesis Clouds 1,524 metres from the earth. 
Nimbus Clouds 
These are rain clouds. They 


These clouds look like white 
















IT LOOKS 
LIKEYOUR: 
AUNTY! 








Tr Ldbxs 
LUKE YouR 
Aunty! 










are black or grey in colour.They 
are formed at low heights. 


Stratus Clouds 


These clouds are flat. They 
are found in layers. The clouds 
are formed ata height of about 


3,438 metres from the earth. 





irrus Clouds 


These clouds are found 
very high in the sky. Their 
height ranges from 8,000 to 
11,000 metres. They are 
made up of small ice particles. 


uring the 

monsoon 
season, more 
nimbus clouds 
are seen.The wa- i 
ter molecules are #4 
densely packed in such clouds. 
They do not reflect sunlight. 
That's why nimbus clouds look 
grey or black in colour. On the 
other hand,in cumu- 
lus clouds, the water 
molecules are not so 
dense. They reflect 
sunlight and look 
white in colour: 


cae 





ometimes, you 

would have seen 
some clouds sud- 
denly disappearing 
from the sky. Do you 
know why? If the air 
near the clouds is 


“ 


hot, the water droplets in the 
clouds will evaporate. This 
makes the clouds disappear. If 
the air near the clouds is cool, 
more and more water drop- 


lets are gathered, and when 
ue they attain an 


vl 

be ‘optimum size, 
they fall down 
on the earth as 
rain, 





Saranathan, 


Std IV, T.V. S. Academy, 
Hosur, 





t was the duty of 

Koothadi, the mini- 

JAYABALAN ster for culture, to arrange 
STORY /, some programme every evening 
Ap entertain King Jayabalan. 

~ Koothadi was hard pressed to find 


Pin entertainers every day. All the 

— aan of the country had danced, all the 

ae singers had sung, and all the comedians and acrobats 

had performed before the king. Koothadi thought furiously 
about what he should do. Finally he hit upon an idea 

Hesent for Firangi, a scholar in foreign languages, and asked 

him to tell a story to the king. Firangi decided to tell the story 

of Shakespeare's play ‘Julius Caesar’. 


- 


/ 


hat evening, just as Firangi was about to begin, King 
Jayabalan asked a question, “Who is this Julius Caesar?” 
7 “Your Majesty! Julius Caesar wasa renowned Roman general 





and leader,” said Firangi 
“Umm,” said Jayabalan. “Then who is this Shesappa Iyer?” 
“Shakespeare was a great English dramatist, Your Majesty. 
His plays are read all over the world, They deal with serious 
{ topics about life.” 
| Jayabalan was not too pleased, for 
he preferred lighter entertainment. 
Koothadi, who realized he was likely to 
lose his job, if not his head, quickly 










es Plas 
approached the king 
and whispered in his 
ear, “This Shakespeare 
had a slight resemblance to 
your Majesty.” 

What he meant perhaps 
was, that Shakespeare was N 


plump and bald too. 
Anyway, Jayabalan was quite 
pleased. 


a 
“Is that so2” he asked, “All right, Firangi, go ahead a 
with the story.” 


eal 


A: the story proceeded, Jayabalan seemed to like one 
A ereae part. That was when Caesar warned Mark 
Antony about Cassius. 
“That Cassius has a lean and hungry face. He thinks too 
much. Such men are dangerous.” 
“Bravo!” said Jayabalan, clapping his hands, “That's a good 
point. Old Julius certainly knew what he was talking about.” 











= 





he next day, Jayabalan proclaimed that he preferred fat 
People to thin, and that fat people in his service would be | 
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favoured with prom- 
otions and increments. 









“Bravo!” said 





Jayabalan, clapping his That evening, Degap- 
hands, ips ord piasam, the police chief, 
meaty eS ard happened to come before the 
Raphaelite king, and Jayabalan noting his 


trimanderect form, immediately 
suspended him. Alowly police offi- 
cer called Gundappa, who was 
unhealthily fat and lazy, was promoted as 
chief of police. 

In the army too, similar changes were made. The king eyed 
his wife Jayarani with dispproval, for she was slim and tall. The 
queen got terribly scared, and started stuffing herself with fatty 
foods. Within a month, she began looking like a baby elephant. 
‘The king was pleased. 


1 over the country, people were gorging themselves and 
putting on weight. Noone did any exercise, and soon the 
nation was full of fat men and women. Even society ladies had 
started looking like stuffed potato sacks. Fat was fashionable. 
Farmers, bakers and confectioners were very happy, for 
whatever they produced was bought and consumed instantly. 
Tailors did brisk business, since so many clothes had to be 








altered or newly made. Furni 


uremakers flourished, making 
bigger sized chairs and beds. 

But the fat citizens were 
hardly able to move, let alone 
do any work. They lolled about 
idly, all day long. The nation 
‘was going to pot. 


he general of a neighb- 

ouring country chose this 
moment to invade Jayabalan's 
kingdom. No resistance was 
put up. The soldiers of 
Jayabalpore were too fat to 
fight. 

It would have been an easy 
conquest. But a wise captain 
put in a word to the invading 
general, “If we conquer this 
untry we will be burdened 
a lot of fat slobs whom we 
have to provide for. Better 
leave them alone.” 

Sothe general and his army 
went back. Jayabalan thought 
the hostile army had retreated 
out of fear. So he ordered a 
grand celebration and feast. 
And the citizens stuffed 
themselves silly. 

‘Anornamental arch was put 
up to commemmorate the vic- 
tory. On one side of the arch it 
said, “Victory to the great 
Jayabalan.” On the other side 
was the new motto of the coun- 
try, “Fat is Beautiful.” 
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‘Conductor (to. villager in a double 
decker bus): Please go upstairs. 
Villager : No, | won't 

Conductor : Why not? 

Villager = The bus on top does not 
have wheels. 





Vijay: nthe cricket match played yesterday, 
{was the man of the match 

‘Nay : How was tha? 

Vijay : Because al the others were women, 
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¢ Taxi Driver (to the passenger) : 1 
@ forgot to turn on the meter. [don’t 
9. know how much to charge you. 

Passenger : That's all right. I too 
@ forgot to bring my purse 


¢ Elizabeth Augustine, aged 12, 
’ Bangalore - 84, 
e 
é 
é 
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Enter the 
BANDAID' 
Funtest 


All you have to do 
is to paint a strip and 
answer a few simple 
questions. And a a 
Whole lot of exciting 

prizes are yours to be 

won. 


iso 1000 eany 21s Prices 


(So sond in your ant tay) 
r-----= 





‘Tick the right answer 
1. Whats th sie of Bandai tip? 
(48am x men 7m x Oem C3 2 x74 
2. On) Bant-id Sips tom Jonson & Jtnsan ae 
(Tue Fase 
‘8 How many Band-Aid is (al ype) are herein the Band-Aid Furtest Pack? 
a 901 0% 
4 Whats the etoctvemacicaton onthe pad of a Band-Aid cated? 
(2 Bore Ponder C Benzakoniam Clode © Trt ldne 
5 Inia ow mary Wat Dine characters have appeared on Band-Aid tips? 
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Tpickedupthetet 
terthat had arrived for 
me. Slowly 1 went 
through it with grow- 
ingamazement. What 
was this! Somebody 
had written a letter to 
me, appreciating an 
article of mine pub- 
lished in Gokulam in 
the September ‘94 is- 
sue. Let me show you 
the letter. 

Dear Kannal 
Achuthan, 

| read your story 
‘Fried Cashwenuts’. 
It was very nice. am 
also going to write a 
story called The Four! 
Sons and send it to 
Gokulam. But | don't 
know the address of 
Gokulam. So please 
send the Gokulamad- 
dress in the October 
issue, 


Heti there was 
no name or address in 
theletter. What could 
I dot 

1 just popped it into 
my Maths text book and 
completely forgot about it. Finally the 
monthly exams came by... Itwasthen 
that | opened my book!!) and found 
the letter. 

Suddenly | had an idea. It struck 
me that the writer of the letter would 
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MYSTERY 
OFTHE 
MYSTERIOUS 


LETTER 
ae 


A TRUE INCIDENT. 


also be a reader 
Gokulam. | would 
write about it to 
Gokulam, | decided. 
Well then! Who- 
ever you are who 
wrote the letter to me, 
| hope you read this. 
Go ahead and write 
your story ‘The Four 
Sons’ to Gokulam. 
The address you send 
itto, is— 
THE EDITOR, 
GOKULAM. 
(English), 
No. 47, Jawaharlal 
Nehru Road, 
Ekkaduthangal, 
Madras - 600 097. 


Avndallyouwrit- 
ers out there! Don’t 
forgettowrite yourful 
name, ageand address 
along with your ar- 
ticles, See that the en- 
velope in which you 
send your entry is ad- 
equately stamped 
Whoever wrote that 
letter to me, | would 
like it very much if you 

would write to me tell- 
ing me who you are! 





Kannal Achuthan, aged 14, 
Holy Cross Anglo Indian Hr. 
Sec. School, 

Tuticorin. 





MAKE A FLIP-BOOK 


Onthenext ‘two 
pages are panel 
cartoons, that show 
continuing action in 
one scene. 








IN ACTION! 


You need: 
















Scissors 
A sheet of modelling cardboard, 
Gum 
Stapler 


How to make it: 


Carefully remove the nexttwopages from 
the pins holding them, and paste them on the 
sheet of modelling cardboard. Now cut 
along the dotted lines, sothat you get twelve 
separate square pieces. 

Assemble the panels in the right order. 
Staple the panels at the left margin - 
your flip book is ready! 

Flip through the pages and 
watch the action! 


Q: What is 
always 

ahead of you, 
but you can't 
see it? 

A: Your future! 





Amaresh 
Carvalho, aged 13, 
St.Augustine’s 
HS,, 

Thane. 


SANDY 
Illustration: 
LALITHA 






Conuatrenyss 47 































puzz.e Bet 
WORD SEARCH! 


Find the word hidden in each underlined word. 




























1. Spot the insect that rides on the elephant. 
2. Find the omament hiding in string. 
3, Pence is mightier than the sword? 
4, The king ofthe forest lives in a garden. 
5, The opposite ofthe word is hidden in never. 
6. How old are you in a cottage? 
7. Find the number name in often. 
8, The hidden word means ‘can’ in table. 
9, Here isa fish for your lunch box to peel. 
10. The puzzle finishes, when you bend. aaa 
Maariappan, 
aged 8, 
O Holy Child 
° School, 
‘C) New Delhi. 
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Y¥—Yellow Here’s the out- 
ad ster line of a Toucan — 
W—White 2 Colourful bird 
R—Red that lives in 
N—Brown rainforests. Take 
out your crayons 
and follow the 
code to bring out 
his true colours! 





POETRY 









“Well” said her daddy, 
1 think she's more like me.” 

“No,” argued auntie, 

"She's like my sister, can't you see!” 
‘Stop! cried little Aarthi, 4 
“Lust want to look like me.”” 
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UMA SQUIRTED SOME] 
INKINTO A BOTTLE. 
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a laj i was excited. 
JE He had decid 
ed that his first visiton his 
magic bicycle would be 
toa rain-forest. 

He had reached this decision 
only that morning, when he saw 
his mother watering a plant in the 
hollow between its leaves, rather 
than in the soil near its roots! 
“W's a bromelaid,” his mother had 
explained. “t's a special type of 
plant which grows inthe rain-forest. 
Its leaves are arranged to create a 
depression in the centre, where 
rainfall collects. The roots growon 
the branch of a big tree and get a 
bit of moisture from the 


air.” 





hat night, after his parents were 
in bed, Balaji opened the 
door of his room. 
“Ssh, Becareful,”” warned Kuti 
bicycle, as Balaji climbed on. 
They took off without a prob- 
lem. Kutti flew high up into the 
sky, full of stars. 
“Are you sure, you know the 
way?" Balaji enquired anxiously. 
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“Of course! I’ve been all over 
the globe. A lot more cities and 
concrete around now, unlike the 
old days — but | have an excellent 
sense of direction,” 

They flew out of night into 
dawn. Balaji glanced below, and 
saw a thick mat of green. 

“Look, Kutti, look! It’s like a 
bed of moss,” he cried. 

“Contain your excitement 
young man. Don’t want you to fall 
off and splinter your bones,” 
answered Kuti, 


he velvety carpet came closer 
and closer. 
“How will we ever get through 


INSIDE THE 


miaie 


nswenssanoer WITH 
Balaji wondered, 

“Here we go!” cried Kutti spy- 
ing a small break in the canopy. 
The dazzling sunlight was cut off 
asthey flew inside, Itwas dark, like 
the inside of a canvas tent, 

Balaji looked down with 
amazement! The ground was more 
than a hundred feet away! 

Kutti descended slowly, so that 
Balaji could look around! Large 





A 


3ALAJI’S BICYCLE 





liana creepers coiled around the 
trunks and hung between the 
branches like giant spider webs. 


| a | 





2 





ulti was a little tired, so he 
K Serees Balaji swung and 
swung and shouted with joy. It 
was better than being on a swing. 
This.forest was like a lovely old 
church with stained glass windows! 
Dark, with bits of sunlight seeping 
in, decorated with brightly coloured 
flowers and birds. 

“That's enough. Don't you 
wantto look at the ground?” asked 
Kutt. 

They flew past a strange look- 
ing animal. It hung upside down 
from a branch, holding on with all 
four of its three toed feet. 

“That's a sloth,” Kutti pointed 
out, “Itsleepsall the time and lives 
on leaves. Look it’s so lazy that it 
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Balaji spotted a spider monkey, 
using a thick strand of lianas to 
Cross from one tree to another. 

““Kutti, Kutti! Can Iswing about 
like him, please, please! You can 
rest for a while, and 1'll hold tight 
with my feet. If lose my grip you 
will beabletosavemethen. Please, 
please.” 


has little plants growing out of its 
fur. If you get lazy, that’s what will 
happen to you.” 

“V've heard that he is so slow 
that the venom of most snakes 
doesn’t affect him. So you see, 
being lazy has its advantages.’ 

“Precious few, precious few 
advantages,” muttered Kutti, alittle 
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piqued. 

“Talking of snakes, | thought 
there would be more. Oh look 
there's a boa constrict 





hen Balaji grew silent. He 

had seen a beautiful tree 
frog. He watched it climb up a 
bromeliad. 

“WV like the one at home,” 
thought Balaji. Kuti flew close, so 
that they could have a better look 

There wasa small pool of water 
in the centre of the plant, just like 
hismotherhadtoldhimthere would 
be. The frog crept inside the pool 
and gently laid a mass of eggs in it. 

“What a lovely home for her 
tadpoles! I'd love to grow up in a 
treehouse,” Balaji whispered softly. 

Kuti smiled and flew down, on 
to the forest floor. Leaf-cutter ants 
were scuttling about busily 

“There is not much under- 
growth Kutti. I thought the ground 
would be covered with it.” 

“Of course not. How cana lot 
of plants grow, when hardly any 
sunlight reaches the bottom?” 





alaji got off and walked 
bit. 

“AWatchoutforthe land leeches. 
They might try to get through the 
holes of your shoe laces," Kuti 
cried out, after him, “Once they 
attach themselves to your leg, 
they're alittle hard to get off. They 
fall off if you put salt on them, but 
of course, we don’t have any salt 
here do we?” 
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back, and they 
began to fly up 


® 
again. When 
they were hall 
way up, he 
heard a strange 
noise on the 
forest floor, 
Hold tig. 
htt” cried Kutt 
andheflew with 
all hismight. As 
they burst 
through the 
canopy, Balaji 
saw the large 
tree go crashing 
down. He 
thought of the 
poor frog whose 
eggs would 
neverhatch. He 
thought of the 
t 
sleepy slothand 
the cheerful monkeys and_the 
millions of insects that_had been 
crushed. 







ow did that happen Kuti, 
how?" 


“4 
‘Men,’” Kutti replied grimly. 
“Men! A lot of nations want the 


lovely rainforest wood. So, they 
‘come withmachines and money to 
cut these lovely things down, If 
you and all the young people of 
today don’t protest, there won't be 
any rainforest by the time you're 
older.” 

They flew along sadly and 


silently 

"We could harvest products like 
nuts and honey from the forest, 
without destroying them. But no! 
Most people want lots of money, 


so the trees go down, So many 
useful medicines can bemade from 
some of the plants that die when a 
forestiscut. Maybe cures forcancer 
and other diseases can be made 
from some plants. We haven't 
even named all the organisms in 
the jungle, yet here we are, killing 
them.” Kutti continued. 

“Oh Kuti! Paper is made from 
wood too, isn’t it? 1 won't waste it 





anymore. Iwon'tuse a lotof wood 

in my house when | grow up. 1 

read, {'Ilfind out how | can help to 

save it.” 

44 JK tdowehavea anforest 
in India?” Balaji asked, 

before he got into bed. 

“Yes. One of the last in the 
world, in Kerala. It’s called the 
Silent Valley. Some people want 
to cut it down and build a big dam 
there.” 

“I won't let them do that, Kutti, 
V'Il do something.” 

Balajifell asleep with thesounds 
of the forest ringing in his ears. i 
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ESSAY eeprcceme 


have decided from experi- 
lence that I will never be- 
Icome a teacher. But if 
circumstances force me 
into this profession, Pl make sure, 
Ido my best, 

Inancient times, gurukulsrun 
byteachers were the only schools. 
This reminds me of an incident in 
the Mababharatha, involving the 
great teacher, Dronarcharya. He 
refused totrain Ekalavya, the tribal 
boy, for fear that he may surpass 
his beloved student, Arjun. 


Everthing has changed to- 
day, butthe story of Dronarcharya 
still remains, In another form, we 
can sill see it as partiality. 

Teachers pamper their 
favourite students, leaving the 
others feeling left out. IFLwere a 
teacher, I would see to it that I 
don't distinguish between stu- 
dents. 





T would never misuse my 
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powers. The other day, a teacher 
passed a remark, “In the absence 
of the scholars, the class is a 
complete zero.” 


How can the teacher split 
her class into scholars and dull- 
ards? How can the teacher make 
this kind of a judgement? 

When Albert Einstein left 
school at the age of fifteen, with 
no diploma, just low grades in 
geography, history and languages, 
nobody would have thought that 
he would be the greatest theoreti 
cal physcist of alltime. Histeacher 
labelled him ‘lacklusture’, and 
Newton graduated from Trinity 
College without any honours or 
distinction, But all modern sci- 
ence and technology stems from 
his work. 





Thomas Edison's teacher 
called him ‘addled’, yet he made 
more than 2 1,000 inventions and 
grew up to be a great scientist. 


IF | WERE A 


TEACHER... 


Ii 1 were a 
teacher, I would see 
to it that I give my 
students the best, and 
get the best from them. I'll 
be their true friend —I will 
turn a booby into a wise A teacher should never forget 
man. Twill be honest and faith" that a student is but a toddler, 
ful to my students. When they who comes to school and learns 
grow up, they should remember to walk. 
their teacher with admiration, Manisha Arlekar, 


and should want to become St. Joseph’s Institute, 
teachers too. Goa. 
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forsmenres = ED ST 
ast year marked tbe death educationleft'much tobe desired, 


centenary of the brilliant 
storyteller Robert Louis 
Stevenson. He was the Scottish 
author of what are probably the 
ultimate adventure stories for 
boys—Treasure Island, Kidnap- 
ped and The Strange Case of 
DraJekyll and Mr.Hyde. 
Specialevents were arranged 
tomarkthecentenary. Aliterary 
conference at Stevenson's old 


University in Edinburgh (Scot- 
\d), corimemorative exhib- 
ions in libraries, and screenings 
of films were planned. 





LS, as Stevenson became 
‘popularly known, was born 
in Edinburgh in 1850. His formal 
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He was seven before he could 
read, and various schools did 
little forhis grammarorspelling. 
A period at a boarding school 
near London, far from home, did 
some good, as he wrote some 
wild adventure stories for the 
school magazine. 

In 1867, at the age of 17, he 





went to the Edinburgh Univer- 
sity to study engineering. His 
father, adesigner oflighthouses, 
hoped that RLS would in due 
course follow his profession. But 
the lad was not keen on studying 
anything. 
He however 
switched to 
studying 
e law, and 
managed to 
pass a law examination. But he 


knew by then, that his future lay 
in writing. 


fter a visit to France, RLS 

wrote the delightful book 
Travels with a Donkey. He later 
set sail for America, where he 


== A MASTER STORY-TELLER 


married an American woman. 
Hehad met herearlierin France, 
and had fallen in love with her. 
During the next few years, RLS 
wandered around the United 
States and Europe. 

In 1888, RLS set off in a 
chartered schooner with his wife 





and her son (by an earlier 
marriage) for the South Seas. 
‘There, he briefly enjoyed a 
somewhat pioneering life. He 
then decided to live out his life in 
Samoa, in the South Pacific. He 
busied himself with writing. 
‘Through the years, his output 





ya: lam glad my mother named me 
Ramya 
Radhika : Why? 


calls me. 


M.Radhika and B.Ramya, 
Madras - 600 034. 


included two romances set in 
18th century Scotland -- 
Kidnapped and The Master of 
Ballantrae. He also wrote the 
famous Treasure Island and The 
Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde. 


tthe time of 

his premat- 

ure death in 1894, 
RLS was working 
jon Weir of 


Hermiston, 


which he did 

not complete. 

He was only 

forty-four 

SSG years old. 

- Robert 

Wh Louis 

Steven- 

son's appeal lives on. Literary 

critics believe that several 

authors could be said to owe 

something to him—among them 

Joseph Conrad, Jack London and 
John Buchan. 

‘A. NARAYANAN 
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twas Shriya'sfirstyearatschool. thequestionsinthe 
She enjoyed her first standard paper. 
classes thoroughly, and was The first ques- 
excited aboutsomethingnewalmost tion read, 





everyday. 
Soon, it was time for her firs Correct the following statements | 
exam, It was General Science. And the first statement was, | 
Shriya returned from school in We have three eyes. \ 
high spirits. Whae id Fe 
'Atka,” she sang out, “I dd very __," What's the answer to this!” | 
wie asked Shriya. 
“Oh,” she merrily said, “I just 


roud of my little sister, | sat wrote the sentence down and put a 
down toaskher theanswersto tick mark beside it! | 
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| stared open- 
mouthed. 

“I did the same 
to the others t00,' 
she smiled. 
What could | 
say? Later, | ex- 
plained to her how 
the questions had 
to be answered. 
S. Sapna, 

Std. VI, 
Cluny Convent, 

Bangalore. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





oallofyoumust 

be at the can- 

teenat6.80am 

sharp, tomorrow morning,” said 

theclass teacher ofstd. VI. “Don't 

forget your clothes and your 
toothbrushes.” 

‘The class was to go on an 

overnight pienic-cum-hike to 





Alibag. It was exciting news 
indeed! 
Ms, Joseph, the class teacher 





walked out of class, after telling 
thegirlsall the details for the last 
time. 

“Hip, hip hooray!” the class 
cried, as soon as she had gone. 
Excited chatter broke out, asgirls, 





grouped around, discussing the 
excursion. 

“Hey, Payall” Aditicalled out, 
“Tam going to wear black jeans 
and my new Jurassic parkT- 
What are you going to wear’ 

“Thave just the right thing to 
wear,” Payal replied, “A denim 
bermudas with ajacketand top. It 
looks real great! And I am going to 
bring my cute little bag too. Hey, 








lookat Karishma. Iam sure she’s 
going to bring not less than five 
suitcases of dainty clothes.”” 











arishma Shroffwas chat- 
K teringaway with her gang 
of snobbish and rich friends. 

And she heard Payal’s remark. 

“Hmph!” she snorted and 
scowled. “Big deal. So what?” 

“Hey, Payal! Aditi!” It was 
Pranami and Sindhur, “I bet 
you're so excited you could 
scream! 

“[just want to scream for jo 
Pranami said. “But school isn’t 
over as yet.” 

hank God,” grinned Payal 
She received a dig in the ribs for 
her pains. 

Itwas the Science period. The 
teacher usually sent the girls to 
sleep, with her monotonous 
droning voice. But today, the 
excitement kept the girls awake. 
“cand food is finally 
digested. Do you understand 
girls? Now I want....” 

But nobody got to know what 
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she wanted, for the bell rang just. 
then, and the restless girls began 
totalk. 


oon, it was picnic day. All, 

except Payal, the scatter: 
brain, were assembled at the 
canteen at 6.80 sharp. 

Aditi, Pranami and Sindhur 
were impatiently looking out for 
their friend... 

“Wonder what's taking her so 
long,” Sindhur muttered, “Maybe 
she forgot toset heralarm clock.” 

he’s not so dumb,” Aditi 
defended her friend, loyally. 

Five minutes later, there was 
Payal, rushing down the pathway 
in her bermudas and jacket, her 
cute little bag strung from her 
shoulders 















“Sorry!” she gasped, “But you 
see, [forgot toset the alarm. Hope 
Tam not late.” 

Sindhur looked at Payal, who 
grinned sheepishly. “It’s okay, 
you're not late,” said Aditi. “Let's 
get into the bus.” 

. 
our hours of a long thrill- 
ing ride, and the girls 
reached Alibag, famous for its 
beaches, They were to stay in 
tents, in a small courtyard. 

“Hey Pranu!” Sindur cried, 
“Four girls are to share a tent. 
Isn't that perfect for us four?” 

“You bet it is!” Payal 
exclaimed, “I've found a tent for 
us. And I guess that small cottage 
is for the teachers.” 

Have youseen the tent?” Aditi 


<* asked, “It's real cosy. It 








even has a small fan in 
case itbecomes too hot." 

‘The girls examined 
theirtent,and piled their 


bags in a corner. 

“Let's cover the bags with a 
bed-sheet,” said Payal. “That'll 
hide them form the prying eyes of 
thieves.” 

‘That of course, was really way 
out, for a bed-sheet was no real 
prooffrom thieves. Butthe excited 
girls could be excused for their 
over-heated imaginations, 











hegirls began to play with 

their skipping ropes, fris- 
bees and balls. Payal had even 
brought four badminton racquets 
and acoupleofshuttlecocks, They 








spent the entire day playing and 
having fun. 
“Girls!” the teacher 


announced, “Come have your 
dinner.” The tired girls gathered 
around. 

“I hope you've brought the 
plates, spoons and glasses that 
were on your list of things to 
pack," Ms Joseph said inher erisp 








straight line, and NO fighting. 

Karishma, of courge, had her 

own idea of a straight line. She 

and her group curved intoa small 

and began giggling and 

ng. But th 

straightened out in no time by 

Ms.Joseph. 


ficreatingand cating, the 

four girls trudged to their 
‘with bursting stomachs, 

feel awful,” gr 
Sindhur, “Ishouldn’t have eaten 
somuch.”” 

“TL can hear my stomach 
complaining,” moaned Payal 

Pranami just held her stomach 
and groaned. 

“Let's go fora walkaround the 
courtyard,” said Aditi sensibly, 
“We'll feel better.” 

Sothey waited forhalfan hour, 
forthe camp tosettledown. Then, 
they crept out of their tents and 
began their walk. 
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APN hey felt distinctly better 





after halfan hour. They 
were just about to crawl into their 
tents when Aditi whispered, 
“Girls! I've just spotted a thief!” 

The group froze. 

“Where?” whispered back 
Sindh 

“Look at that man,” Aditi 
whispered back, “He keeps 
peeping into each of the te 
We've gottacatch him, Payal, get 
a rope quickly, Sindhur, get the 
bed-sheet. When he comes near 
our tent, throw the bed-sheet over 
him. Pranami and [will hold him 
tight, and Payal, tru 
achicker ing quite 
proud of the little plan she had 
made. She felt she would make 
quitea first class detective police 
officer. Payal and Sindhur.crept 
into the tentand got the rope and 
the bed-sheet. Then the four git 
silently moved behind a tree near 
the tent, and hid. 

The man was coming closer. 


























Soon, he was just in front of the 
tree. 

“Now,” whispered Aditi, The 
four of them jumped on the man 
Sindhur threw the bed-sheet on 
him. Aditiand Pranami held onto 
him real tight. 

‘The man began to shout and 
wriggle. Then his foot caught on 
the rope that supported their tent, 
and he fell over Aditi. Caughtoff- 
guard, Aditicrashed tothe ground, 
with the thief on top of her, 


JA, Ithenoise woke the camp. 
LX. Teachersandstudentscame 
running. 

“Whatisgoingon?” Ms. Joseph, 
shouted angrily. 

“Oh please, Ms. Joseph, Make 
this thief get up and I'll tell you 
everything,” poor Aditi sqeaked. 

Soon, the thief and Aditi 
scrambled to their feet. 

“We'vecaughtathief," Aditibegan 
proudly, and she told everybody 
whathad happened. The four girls 
smiled smugly, sure that their 
teachers would praise them for 
their bravery and quick thinking. 

“You silly girls,” Ms. Joseph's 
words crashed around their ears, 

“This isourpeon. Isent him to 
check ifall ofyou were inbed and 
comfortably settled. He was to 
sce that none of you were walking 
around,” 


* 





he girls removed the bed- 
sheetand were embarrass- 





RECIPE 


RASAINA } 


10 raisins 

2 tsp. mie 

A litte cardamom powder 
How to make it: 

Peel the bananas and tice finely. Add the| 
sugar, ghee and mil and mix wel Sprinkle 
cardamom powder and raisins on top. 

Rachana Prabhu, aged |, 
Bangalore. 








ed tosce, that it was indeed their 


(hanks for the soft landing,” 
he grinned at Aditi, She smiled 
weakly in reply. 

‘The next morning, the girls 
were given a good talking to, for 
wandering around at night. But 
the girls went back to their tent 
consoling themselves that they did 
have some fun and excitement, 

“You'd make an awful 
detective.” Sindhur told Aditi, 
“Maybe you'd make a better 
writer.” 











Anuradha Narayanan, 
aged10. 
Bombay-400 026. 


Conatnoy 6D 
















am walking along the Ajmal 
Khan Road shopping centreof 
Karol Bagh in New Delhi. 
Ieis nearing closing time, and 
street vendors are busy trying to 


THE SymBor 
OF HEALTHY 
ieee 





grab a space for themselves on 

the pavement. The shop shutters 
JL’ are down, and suddenly there is 

new life rising on the pavement, 
from one end of the road to the other. Pavement shops, 
pavement shoppers, haggling, beating down prices, each 
‘outdoing the other - yet both feeling victorious! 

‘Alongside all this interesting bustle are the mobile 
‘eating tables, the on-the-spot cooking-selling-anything 
shops, from gol:geppas and tikkis, to other hotfavourites, 
and drinks. 


ce nthe middle ofall thisbee-hive-like activity isa sleek, 
I conenctpasvase dence, isa ob popeorn 
machine! 
Children love popcorn, and theadults can’tresistit. 
‘And the passing people who stop to watch the contraption 
work, buy some to pop into their mouths and crunch 
away. Thevendor throwsina handful of dry shelled corn 
(or maize as itis popularly known) along with some oil 
and a pinch of salt into a bowl-like container held at the 
top ofa tube. He then switches on the device. In time, 
you hear popping noises, and stray fuffy pop-corn flies 
out of the container. Soon, the vendor fils up cups of 

oO crisp, crunchy, puffy popcorn! 


an aslnvnted 0 many delous ways of pe- 
PM irrietase buss, Tre ivercon offre was 
sgl tol bug chlo the Stone Age, You ean 
imoge the sed ces glonngaround re, many 
puts ofteth sank imo the fr oui 

Wenn Mate snd Rice are the common mas 


70 coma feny 





FUN EATS = 
staple food in India. Popping up these 


staple foods into tasty snacks has been EUREKA 
done from time immemorialinruraland 
urban india, The usual ron pan s made EUREKA++ 
‘extra hot with sand on the furnace. 
handfulofsoakedandsun-driedricels 
thrown into the pan, and you have 
puffed rice or MURMURA, in the 
north, and MUTTAIPORI, as it is €) 0. 
known inthe south 

In modern parlance, you can 
call it POPRICE, | guess! 


— 
But itis popcorn that appeals to. Wea 
A 









us today, 
PP creer sn boro in Ina 
or Europe. It is of Yankee 
origin, Iewas 1616. The first settlers 
inAmerica from England, were acing 
their fiest winter in the New World 
‘The friendly natives- the Red Indians- 
taught the starving immigrants the easy 
‘way to grow corn and vegetables. 
‘Wheat and corn, became the staple foods of 
the immigrant population, 


Tirta y atic poncor vas mod A GD. 


young lowa giel was warming up a cob of corn on 
charcoal, the way the Indians doit. Some kernels of corn 
fell into the fire 

accidentally. Inno 
time, "they Dp gyoulnowhow 
popped out of popcorn is des- 
the fir, pully eibedinthe dictionary 


and. hot. that! use? 
The girl Ary of several 
popped some tieties of corn whose 
intoher mouth. They Kernels burst open and 

puffout when subjected 






were tasty! 
The girl soon spread the © dy heat 
news, and popcorn became a How's that? 
popular snack. Local storemen 
took up the cue, and popcorn 
f vif VISALAM 


became big business in all food 
sires RADHAKRISHNAN 
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aplain Naresh had suc 
ceeded in building a 
seateraeroplan 
Tthad taken him n ans 
todo so, The plane could fly as fast 
aslarge commercial planes forlong 
periods, | without. frequent 
refuelling. Iteonsumed very litle 
fuel too, 
Ramu loved to watch the plane 
ng designed and built. He 
her many questions 
The plate is how ready,” his 
























father told R: 
can go around ¢ 





ui one day, “We 
rorld in just 
thirty hours, with very few stops. 





BREAKFAST 
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eee “What wil you have 
1w morning at 60" clock 7 

wae § — for breakfast, sir? 
i i a the waiter asked. 
Ramu gasped, 
















So they started off at 6 o'clock 


sharp, from Bombay 





hey reached London in seven 
The plane had flown 
of 700 miles per hour! 





4481 miles was covered on time. It 
was 1.10in theafternoon by Ramu's 
watch, Captain Naresh, his €0- pilot, 
and Ramu rushed to the nearest 
restaurant at the air- terminal. 

"What will you have for break- 
fast, sir?” the waiterasked. “Break- 
fast?" Ramu gasped, “It’s lunch- 
time now. I want lunch.” 

“No sir, your watch is fast," was 
the reply, “Look at our clock. Itis 
only 7.40 in the morning.” 

So, the three of them had a 
quick breakfast and left London 
immediately after that. 








he distance between London 
and New York is 3441 miles. 
Captain Naresh’s superb air-craft 
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covered the distance in less than 
sixhours. When they reached New 
York, it was just past 7,00 O° clock 
in the evening, by Ramu’s watch, 

The captain showed Ramu a 
restaurant at the air terminal and 
said, “Have some food there and 
join me in the aircraft in half an 
hour. We shall start as fast as pos- 
sible. [ shall have the refuelling 
and a few other formalities com- 
pleted.” 

“What will you have for break- 
fast, sir?” Ramu, sittingata table at 














the restaurant, was irritated. 
“What do you mean break- 
fast?"he demanded. “It is almost 





dinner time now.’ 
“No, sir!’ the waiter replied. 


“Itis only 9 O' clock in the morn- 
ing. Look at our clock. We serve 
only breakfast at this hour.”” 

“That's silly. Who would want 
breakfast at 7 o'clock in the 
evening?” Ramu protested, point- 
ing at his watch. 

“Your watch is crazy,” the 
waiter said, “It is going too fast. 
You better have it 
fixed.” 

Ramu, who was 
proud of hiselegant 
HMT watch was an- 
noyed. He walked 
out in a huff, and 
joined his father in 
the aircraft. 

Captain Naresh 
managed to buy 
some sandwiches 
somewhere. They 
atethemandstarted 
off on their journey 
westwards, this time 
non-stop to Tokyo. 
6750 miles away. 








hey took just 
about ten 
hours to reach To- 
kyo. Their watches 
showed 5.20 in the 
morning. 
“Ramu,” said 
the captain, “Shall 
we go out and have 
some food oratleast 





some tea, before we 
fly further?” 


“It is too early in the day for 
anykind of food,” Ramusaid, “But 
a cup of coffee or tea should be 
fine.” 

“What will you have for break- 
fast, sir?" the waiter at the restau- 
rant asked politel 

Ramu was quite angry. The 





















question was being put to him by 
every one in every place at every 
hour, and was driving him mad. 

“What do you mean break- 
fast?" he cried “Don’tyousee that 
it is frightfully early for that? It is 
only past five in the morning! 

The bearer bent forward very 
politely (his head almost collided 
with the table), and said respect 
fully, “In this part of the world, sir, 
most people have breakfastaround 
30 in the morning. Itis, pardon 
me sir, 9.30 in the morning by our 
clock, So I made the enquiry, 
pardon me, Your wateh, Tam 
afraid, is too slow. If you please, | 
shall have it adjusted. Shall I, sir?” 

Ramu being very sensitive to 
any adverse comment about his 
watch, did not reply. 

“Daddy, let usmoveon. These 
people have their clocks showing 
the wrong time, and seem to have 
their breakfast all through the 
day!” 





























Q : What isthe difference betwoen a 
car and a tree? 
A: A cat leaves its shed and a tree 
sheds its leaves! 
Poornima R., aged 12, 
Bangalore. 
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imost two and a half hours, 

and 1800 miles later they 
were in Hong Kong. Theystopped 
to eat ata restaurant. And sure 
enough, they heard the familiar 
question. 

“What will you have for break- 
fast, sir?” Rarmucontrolled histem- 
per with great difficulty. “I don’t 
want breakfast,” he said, “Please 
give me some tea, 

Halfan hour later, the captain, 
the copilot and Ramu, took off 

gain on their last stretch of light, 
from Hong Kong to Bombay, a 
distance of about 2670 miles. 


I took them about four hours to 
reach Bombay, and another 
hour to get home from the air- 
terminal, 

Ramu’s HMT showed one 
o'clock, when the team reached 
home and pressed the door-bell. 

“Daddy,” Ramu remarked, “I 
hope mummy too, won't ask us 
“What will you have for breakfast, 
ind tell us that my watch is all 
wrong!” 

She didn’t. She said, “I am 
glad that you are just in time for a 
great lunch! Come, let's have it 
hot!” 

‘The grandfather clock in the 
drawing-room struck one, as if to 
second the excellent idea. 





GANGARAM 


ON SENNA AGAIN 


y brother and I were 
watching the San 
Marino Grand Prix race on 
Star T.V. I am Michael 
Schumacher’s fan, and my 
brother, Ayrton Senna’s. 
Therace began. The cars 
zoomed ahead... the first 
lap, thesecond lap, the third 
lap... Senna was leading 
during the seventh lap. 
closely followed by 
Schumacher. At the end of 
that lap, instead of turning 
the bend, Senna raced 
straight ahead and crashed 
onto the concrete safety 
wall. 


_ BE. 








enna's William-Reanult was 
crushed like a tin can. We 
expected Senna to come out of the 
car with an angry look on his face. 
But he did not appear. Asexpected 
now, Schumacher won the race. 
The next morning, when the 
paperwallah delivered the 
newspaper, my brother and I 
battled for it. At last T won, and 
hurriedly turned to the sports 
page. I wanted to read about 
Michael's victory. But the 
headlines screamed that Senna 
was dead. Stunned by the news, I 
told my brother. Both of us were 











sorry Uhat the racing 
hero was no more. 


hirty-four year 

old Ayrton Senna 
of Brazil was dead. 
His body was taken from the race- 
track to the intensive care unit of 
a hospital by helicopter. This 
not his first accident. 

He had met with serious 
accidents in Mexico and Germany 
in 1991, fromwhich he had escaped 
unhurt. Sennawas one ofthe most 
experienced driverson the Formula- 
I circuit. 








n observer of Senna’s 
fearlessness, Alian Prost said, 
“He thinks hecannot kill himself.” 
Now the greatest is gone. But 
the race goes on. 


J.M. Maheswari, 
aged 12 
Coimbatore - 25. 
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Kcojon 


cone of the mos! popul 





of Kora 
Keralite must have read at 


least one poem of his 





There is an interesting 
legend surrounding his bieth. 
A poor namboodei 
beofunie wos qalag fom place 


to place, collecting money l 





marry off his daughter. 

Atenevillage,he steppedalthe temple 
forrest. He decided to have a kath ot the 
temple tant. Leaving the purse containing 
the money he had cellected on the steps of 
the tank, the namboedri stepped inlo the 
water 
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Finishing his both, the 
beahmin stepped out. Tohis hor- 
ror, he found the purse missing. 
Heleoked everywhere, bul could 
nclfindil. Herelurned heme sod 
and miseroble 

Thenex!yeor the nambecde 


08 once ogoin fravellng fom 





ploce to collecting money 
for his daughter's marriage. He 
reached the same village, and 
stopped lo rest al the temple, 

The 


st took him 


lemple 


















the priest's wile served the food, the 
sambcodei teld the priest his tale of the lost 


purse 


The priests wife suddenly lel th 
returned with the purse 

Js this your purse?” she asked him, 
“Ves, yes!” the nambcodet answered. 


N 
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SICK PICK! 





WORD SEARCH! 
1, Ant 2. Ring 
3. Pen 4. Den 
5. Ever 6, Age 
7. Ten 8. Able 
9. Eel 10. End 


Minu : Rashmi,| went to the 

200 yesterday. 

Rashmi : Did you’ | was 

there too, 

Minu : Really. in which cage? 
M. Fathima Ruksana, 


aged 14, 
St.Ann's H. Scho 
Mangalore - 











Page 17 
RACK YOUR BRAINS! 


Meena : | heard that 
Radha was hurt. How did 


it happen? . 


Leela : Well, do you see 
those steps over there? 
Meena: Yes. 

Leela : Well Radha did 
not. 


Paul Linus, aged 11, 
Ponda, Goa. 








Dear Editor, wore to oppose the topic. We thought 
@ ‘Tvessa had said in the December that we would never succeed. But, to 
issuo, that during elections, candidates UF surprise, we found that we had 
write their names on walls and spoil quite # lot of points to debate on. 
them. ‘That made us think — is India really 
This practise begins right from 
the college eampus. During college 
elections, students write their How ARE WE To 
hames on compound walls and { CORRECT THESE 
even buses, POLITICIANS 2? 
‘Sangha Mitra, aged 16, 
Madras - 14, 














Dear Editor, 
(@ Tdon’t think Tressa’s been readi 
the newspapers lately, The election 
commissioner, T, N, Seshan has said 
that no politician can get his name or 
symbol written on public walls, nor on. $ 
the walls of private property. - 
Naman Baliga, aged 13, 
Baldwin Girls H. 
Bangalore. 
Dear Editor, 


(@ 1 think our cities would appear 


clean ifthe posters and paintings stuck 
on the walls were removed, 





Dear Editor, 
(@ Ttis important that we be proud of 
our nation. We Indians very often look 
down upon our country. 

Nanditha 8. 

Bangalore - 660 052. 

Dear Editor, 
(Wo wore having a debate on 
‘Is India Really Secular’. We 


secular? 
Padmaja 
Ganeshan, 
aged 12, 
St.Ann's H.S., 
Secunderabad. 


Dear Editor, 
(was walking home from my cous: 
ins place when I heard a woman shriek 
in pain, I turned to see a woman being 
carried off by some men. A repairman 
had accidentally dropped a live wireon 
the lady, who had been walking below. 
She received a severe shock, and died 
‘on the spot 
Wasn't the repairman really care. 

less? Shouldn't he be punished? What 
do you think, readers? 

Aarthi, aged 13, 

Madras - 78. 


Dear Editor, 

I don't agree with Usha Raman 
(November issue). What does she mean 
by big newspapers and small newspa- 
pers? Is she referring to their size, or 
to the money they have? 

D. Vijay Balaji, aged 12, 
Balalok MLDSS., 
Madras. 


Dear Editor, 
() Many people take pride in saying 
that their son or daughter has settled 
in a foreign country. This is not some- 
thing to be proud of. Should we leave 
‘our own country for another, just be- 
‘cause it is more prosperous there? 
T.R. Sriprasanna, aged 14, 
Madras - 600 020. 
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process. Frst.the story ofthe 
[cartoon firm has to be thought 
lout, with every detail— 
lexpressions, dialogue, back- 
Jground details and music. 
[Then the cartoons themselves 
have to be drawn by the artist. The art- 
ise will have helpers who would go over 
his pencil sketches in ik.and colour the 
background effects, 

Every action will have many panels 
lof cartoons, each showing a fraction of 
the action. (This will become clear to 
you, if you study the pictures ‘on the 
[centre-spread of this issue.) And in each 
panel, the background has to be the 
 same,the expression changes on the car- 
toon character's face have to be 
detailed..Whew! Sounds complicated, 
doesn't? 

hese thousands of panels of car- 

toons have to be captured on film 
and run ata constant rate, to show the 
movements properly. 

‘Buttoday.the computer plays a huge 
part in the animation process. It elimi- 
nates the artists need to draw each 
panel by hand. The artist can feed his 
picture into the computer, and create 
movements by making small changes in 
it 


ne of the first famous animation 

cartoonists was Winsor 
McCay. He wasa cartoonistin the 
NewYork Herold, a newspaper in the 
JUS.A. He worked all by himself and 
made several cartoon films. But 
many people thought that he had 
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copied some figures from photographs. 
To prove them wrong, McCay made a 
cartoon film with a dinosaur as its cen- 
tral character. Gertie the Dinosour was 
released in 1914. 
















asthe youngest ina fay of ve 
Children” His father: Es Disney 
tried hishand a several busnesse 
He was a bung contactor then 
akeDaneywas boron Dacem tried his hand at being farmer 
WW ter sion Chicago: He” managed» newspaper toute. Hi 
mother ad aught ina 
Frida school belore 
verge 
Ever 38 boy D 
ney was good a ra 
ing and corconig 








ater in life,after he 
had made Alice in 
Wonderland, Disney ro- 
alized thar he would 
need staff to help him 
do the inking, Lillian 
Bounds, who was em- 
ployed for that purpose, 
later became his wife 













tna rng teak okingt 
A th tay senior hr We eon te 
tecond or ofan partment cs 

cveoct one of be ern eds rey 
fase ove lok th pope end 
tra de hog can woneeers Oe bare 
bien and cct awh, Be wa te set 
(towed asprin VIP cx 

Tha reg nbn 
rattle aa ete ve rer, 
ney esol bese 

Sdn | hard her wie wan 8 0 
sina Sw 

looked up. Amaya snc beng dle 
lotng a eating bow 

"Cir see thie wor 
trowned ya retungersh ern oe 
pati 


U ocup andra tote bk 


"What happened! What happened” 
‘Sheu ama whiapered, "Se that man 
"which man, anal” 

“Tat man ithe Bue shir.” am said “See 
he's the only one walling quickly may fram the 
accident 

Yes.sawhim Icouldseejstthetopethshead, 
asthe man quicly wove his way in 3d out of the 
‘crowd. People waking on the pavement ia both 
rections had ether stopped, tuned, or slowed 


mee CONTINUE THE STORY COMPETITION = 


dere. 88 man coud seen ina separte bur 
motion wang qh Brough the crowd 

“Ama” ind "He' go vom ins hand 
Con yousee Ws ating ihe” 

"arma locked 

“Tea see syting” se sid 

The mn topped sudden, and tured He 
ve looking x the ene of he Scent. Then | 
‘oticed something more abot Hm. He had et 
andl The sleeve hung empy, where his lee am 
should have been. 

“Amma gasped “Look” 

Wat” sete. athe tured She hadbewn 
aching te white car Path rammed read 
der na rea scene 

Bu belore she coud realy ook, the man inthe 
bie shi trned a corer, and wat gone. 

Thewfe Man 1000hadrshedrihthrough 
themes ier. Km hve been pong prety a 

when th happened 
How ch hat hppen 
amma Tasted 
“realy dnt know” she 
repled sony, "Tetra was 
trong gute smocty, when 
Sire ornoreaion deny 
tumedand rammed right nto 
the ser 
“OR “And vy id 
youvantmetolookatthe man 
Treva tive re 
He beenhere rom the 
tmorsing” she ld 
“Wa |ped 
Trarmntadbeen sanding atu stop 
frombemarng” wnat Mouverysrange 
Janet wen locked out the mong, He wat 
tbereaeryousnd pale or shoo anaelic. He 
wat re m the aernoon. And ere now, he was 
Casal acing eng apt he Busta il. 
wie 








“And sudeny, ahr the accident ther hei 
moving amy, 2 ob hat been done” 





continue the story. 
Here are the rues — 


‘The story. 28 you cansee,is not complete. You have to put yourselin Shruth’s shoes, and 


1. Continue the story, but do mot complete it. 
2. Your entry should not be above 200 words. 


3, Write‘Continue the story competion’ onthe top, right corner of your postal envelope. 
4. Your entries should reach us before the end of this month 
‘The best entry will receive a prize of Rs. 50. 



















“Mummy,” | asked slowly, "Wa ae you 
yng ty?” 


Mr voice ates of 1 remen- 


bred something. 

‘The peculiar head of the man with 
the blu shire. fewasbld slighty atthe 
top. inthe form ofa tiny rele. Buthen 
halrsyes and fashions were certsnly 
rary nowadays! 

‘What had ha ashing 
lsh been! Wasa eral 
to somebody! 

"Godownandsee 
the driver's olay. 
mummy urged me, 
“Hope he's not 
re” 

Iran down 

‘There ic wat, 
the row wrecke, but 
cncepreey white anus 


‘000 ae 
wise car, sue “As 


shire" 1 mattered. Even 
Starlock Holmes could’ have aay the station mre careful and 
clos. People thronged around the cr. racked my brain fra plate 
reason for the one-armed mars sudden departure. I remembered scenes, 
‘oma recene move where the hero had revenged the vilan, belonging to 
‘thesame criminal gangas he di, Was histo, something ike tat? Arthe 
accident spot, people made way forthe stretcher carrying the inured 
river Suddenly, my heartalmost stopped bean! There was! 
“The same cer bald pot on i head! 


‘Seon. he ambulance ped andthe crane dspeared. The 
damaged car was aed away. Bt | could concerts on anyhing 
tle, afer that 

‘was unusually que that righ and went wo bed eat. couldn sleep property, dream hac was 
tied to pole and around me anced men with spars and swords, Alf them had crcar bald patches 
‘on ther heads. Sudéely one of them thrust his spear nt my stomach. 

woke up with a stare. The clock showed ten 

"Oh, mummy!" erie, "School mu have sarced Why di’ you wake me op” 

“tes Sunday today sil” my mather replied 

Uguichy hada bath, dressed and ate my breakdast. Then, restless, and with nothing todo, | stoled 
‘overt the park. A vendor stod by his ear, roasng peanus I ought some fora rupee 

‘Allthe benches inthe park were occupied. walked on, popping the peanut into my mouth Ashe 
lascof them disappear, reaized that was holding the paper cone in my hand. wa shee torn rom 
the Frnt page ofan old newspaper. And he headlines across screamed, THE BALD-HEADED LEAGUE 
STRIKESAGAIN! 

‘This month's winner fs Abhishek A. Desai, aged 16, of Nasik, Maharashtra, 


Congrats, Abhishek 





COMPUTERS 


hat is a Computer 
Virus? 

Viruses are nothing but 
programs with the ability to 
reproduce or clone themselves, 
‘These programs can do only 
what has been written into them, 
From the merely amusing, to 






the absolutely disastrous, there 
is practically no limit to 
what a virus can do, to 
affect computing activity. 
‘The user may not be aware 


for a long time that something 











These programs, however, 
cannot damage the computer, as 
most people think. In theory, a 
virus can cause your hard disk 
to continously spin yntil it 
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WITH VIRAL FEVER, 


either fails, or is overheated, 
till it catches fire, But that is 
a most unlikely scenario. Some 
types of monitors may be 





damaged by a virus by repeated- 
ly sending a bright signal to one 
location on the screen. In 
reality, itis virtually impossible 
for software to damage hard 
ware, without the user getting 
to know that something is 
wrong. 

A virus is classified either as 
a file, boot (see box) or a Trajan 


ww 


Horse. However, a program can 
be called a virus program, only 
when it can replicate or clone 
itself. These classifications are 
based on how the virus travels 
from system to system, and how 
it infects the computer. 

File Virus : This is the most 
common type of virus. These 
viruses add the virus code to an 
executable file (File with 
secondary names COM, .EXE, 
SYS, ete.), so that they are 
executed whenever the program 
is run, Once the virus is 
executed, it spreads to other 
executable files, 

Boot Virus : These viruses 
are quite common. They affect 
the system's startup files. Thus 
the virus is always loaded into 
the memory before anything 
else. Once in memory, it can 
spread to other disks. 

Trojan Horses 












Trojan 





horses disguise themselves as 
legitimate programs. Files or 
disks infected by this type of 
virus may not be recoverable. 


To understand more about 
viruses here are some common 
ones, 

Virus: AIDS Aliases : Ha Ha 
Ha, Type : Trojan Horse 
Symptoms : When activated, 
the message Your computer 
now has AIDS is displayed 
with the word AIDS covering 
half the screen. The system is, 
then halted, and must be 
started again. 

Virus : AicCOP Aliases : Red 
state Type : Boot Symptoms : 
This virus causes random 
displays of Red state, Germ 
Offensive. AIRCOP. System 
halt may also occur. 

Virus : Alabama Aliases 
None Type : File Symptoms 
One hour after this virus is 
copied into 
computer's 
memory, a 
flashing box 
with the mes- 
sage Soft: 




































ware copies prohibited by 
international law... Box 1055 
‘Tuscambia Alabama USA is 
displayed. This virus also 
executes programs other than 
the one you run, For example if 
you run a program to add 
records, the program to delete 
records may run, 

Virus : Anarkia Aliases : 
None Type : File Symptom: 
System slows, Black boxes 
appear on the screen, and every 
Friday the 13th, each file you 
execute is erased. This virus 
was the first computer virus 
identified, It was first dis- 
covered at the Hebrew Uni- 
versity of Jerusalem, in Israel, 
in July 1987. 

Virus : April Ist Aliases : 
SURIVA, TSR virus Type : File 
Symptoms : Bach time a file is 
infected by this virus, the 


When we are ill, 
we generally go to a 
doctor, But in case of 
computer viruses, we 

© | will have to use 

(C3 | softwares which 
identify the type of 

} | virus and remove it 

») | Antivirus hardware 
components are 
available too, It is wise 


« 

a) 

gg | Protect your 
thd 








computer from viruses, 
rather than removing 
ms, | ther ater they infect 
ss | and damage your 
valuable data. Most 
machines are found to 
be reinfected by 
viruses, within months 
after they are cleared 
of them, 

To prevent the virus 
from entering your 
computer, there are 














message You have a 
virus is displayed on 
the screen, On 





VIRAL 
FEVER... 
GRANT ME 
ONE WEEK 
LEAVE! 















numerous softwares available, But if 
you machine is already infected, you will 
have to identify the virus type, and then 
remove it. And people who write an 


virus programs are 
called Computer 
Doctors 

Red Alert, 
UTScan, Dr. 
Watson, Nashscar 
Nashot and 
Nashmem are the 
popular antivirus 
softwares, These 
days, most of 


the softwares se 
check for ae 


known or 
viruses themselves, like 


unknown 


MSAV and VSAFE in MS-DOS. They warn the user if there Is any 


sign of the virus 


* Booting : To start or restart a computer system by reading] 
instructions from floppy or hard disk. This involves loading 
a part of Operating System into the computer's main memory. 


April lst of any year, the 
message HA, HA, HA. IT'S 
APRIL 1st — YOU HAVE A 
VIRUS is displayed. 

Virus : Do-nothing Virus 
Aliases : Stupied Virus, 640K 
Virus Symptoms : File size 
increases. ‘This virus however 
doesn't affect the operation of 
the system in any observable 
way. 


























Virus : EDV Aliases : None 
Type : Boot Symptoms : You 
can't operate the keyboard. 

Virus : Yankee Doodle 
Aliases : 5 O'clock, Vascina 
Type: File Symptoms : Yankee 
Doodle tune is played on the 
system speaker. 


Computer Point, Adyar, 
Madras. 
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emember Who Framed 


Roger Rabbit? This 


R English film had all the 


elements of a masala movie, vil- 
lains, car-chases, and... a hero! 
s none other than Roger 





What was special about 
Roger? He is a cartoon charac- 
ter, and a bunny to boot! And the 
poor guy has to battle real vil- 
lains, yes, flesh and blood men! 

Combining cartoons into the 
usual kind of film we make, is 
not new. Walt Disney did it in 
reverse - he made a real little 
girl play out Alice among car- 
toon characters in a painted 
background. 

In our country, S.P-Muthu- 
raman, a well known film direc- 





tor, tried this technique in a 
song sequence in his Tamil film 
‘Raja Chinna Roja’ We talked to 
him about how he did it. 

Gokulam: What made you 
think of using cartoons in the 
song sequence? 

S.P. Muthuraman: Well, 
though Rajnikanth was the hero 
of the film, the story was about 
four children. So, we decided to 
do something that would appeal 
tochildren, That's how the idea 
of the song sequence was con- 
ceived. 

G: How did you combine the 
two media? 

S.PM: First the song 
sequence was filmed 











with the actors and the children, 
‘They had to pretend that they 
were acting with the cartoon 
characters too. For instance, in 
one shot, they were to look at an 
elephant lying on the forest 
floor. They were actually look- 
ing atnothingat all. It was only 
later that the cartoon characters 
were drawn into each frame. 

G: Was it a difficult job? 

S.PM.: It was quite difficult. 
When the movie was taken, 
computer animation had not 
come in. Each frame had to be 
hand drawn and coloured. It 
was done by some technicians 
in Bombay. 

G: It must have taken a long 
time. 

S.PM. : Oh yes! It did! They 
took three months to complete 
the job. 





G: Did the audience like it? 
S.PM. : That's the sad part. 
The audience did not appreciate 
itas much as we expected them 
to. Of course, the song sequence 
was much talked about, but it 
did not really click. 

G: Why? 

‘S.P.M. : I don't know... Maybe 
the audience is not ready for it. 
You see, we were quite dis- 
appointed. Nobody realized the 
amount of effort and money that 
went into this song sequence. 

G: Alladin, the Disney cartoon 
film has been released in India. 
Our country has many classic 
stories, Why have we not made 
animation films of them? 

S.PM. : Simple. It is just too 
expensive! 


SANDHYA SRIDHAR 
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MYSTERY 
A TRAIL 
EMERGES 


‘a watehed her brother 
eat his stuffed parathas 
slowlyand thoughtfully. 


She got home earlier than Abhay 
from her college, and usually 
they would share a chatty half 
hour while Abhay ate his snack. 
“What's the matter, Abhay?” 
asked Asha, “You've been look- 
ing worried about something for 
several days. Has something 
happened in school? Tell me, I 
won't tell Appa and Amma.” 
Abhay looked at his sister, 
startled. He had not realized 
that she would notice something 
different about him. Butthen, it 
was not really surprising. She 


THE 
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always noticed everything. He 
hesitated before answering her, 
struggling with his feelings 
Should he tell her about the con- 
nection he had established? Sud- 
denly he felt like telling her the 
whole story. It was too much of 
a burden being the only person 
who knew. 

“It's about the kidnapping, 
Alkka,” he said, 

“What about it?” asked Asha. 

“I think some karatekas 
planned and did it,” said Abhay. 

There was a small silence. 
Asha looked shocked. 

“Why do you say that? How 
did you find out?” she asked. 

“Its quite a strange story,” 
said Abhay. He began telling it 
toher, beginning with howhehad 
noticed a car parked regularly 
outside his school and the threat- 
ening letters before the karate 
tournament. He described his 











visit to Harish’s 
house and how he 
hadnoticed thenote 
and the photograph. 

“Two of the 
people in that pho- 
tograph were Peter 
Masilamani and his 
assistant Muthu, I 
am sure of it,” said 
Abhay emphati- 
cally. “Peter's grown 
his hair and Muthu 
has bleached his, 
but the faces were 
the same.” 


A™ was look 

serious. She closed the 
book in her hand, marking the 
page with an envelope. “You 
Know Abhay,” she said slowly, 
“it’s just a peculair coincidence 
that you saw both the karate 
lettersandransom notes. Nobody 
else saw them both, did they?” 

“No,” said Abhay. “thought 
of that too. If Harish’s mother 
had not shown me the note, I 
may not have suspected any- 
thing. What shall I do now 
Akka?” 

“Let me think,” said Asha. 
She put on her most brainy ex- 
pression, narrowing her eyes 
behind her glasses. After a few 
moments, she uttered one word, 
“Sensei.” 

Abhay looked relieved. He 
had also been thinking of confid- 








ZT 
ingin Sensei Muralidharan, who 
would surely have a sensible 
course of action to suggest. His 
sister Asha, who had learnt ka- 
rate upto the level of a brown 
beltunderSensei Muralidharan, 
still had a regard for him. 

“Tm just leaving for karate 
class,” said Abhay. “Til tell him 
the whole thing today.” 


e changed quickly into his 

wrate clothes and reached 

Sensei Muralidharan’s house 

before any of the other students, 

Sensei Muralidharan was 

slightly startled to see him so 
early. 

“Hope you have not come to 
excuse yourself from today’s 
class,” he said. 

“Nosir,"said Abhay. “There’s 
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something important I have to 
tell you.” 

He told Sensei the whole 
story, just as he had told Asha. 
He had just finished telling it, 
when Mrs. Muralidharan came 
toaskherhusband,“Doyouwant 
another cup of coffee before 
class?” 

“No, no," said Sensei. Then, 
turning to Abhay, he said, “Do 
you want anything?” 

“No sir,” said Abhay. Mrs 
Muralidharan went back inside. 
She was back seconds later with 
some gardening tools. Sensei 
and Abhay watched as she bent 
down in the garden and picked 














up a plant which had grown too 
big forits pot. Slowly, she began 
taking it out of the pot, 


Sz cleared his throat. 
“Well Abhay, it’s quite a 
shocking story, but I think its 
the truth. We have to tackle the 
whole matter very carefully. 
Don'ttell anybody else yet. Come 
and see me tomorrow on your 
way back from school, I'll have 
to make some enquiries.” 

Abhay felt a sense of relief, 
At least, if anything was to be 
done, he was not the onlyone 
who would have to do it. He 
promised to come the next day 
and joined the boys who had 
gathered by now for the karate 
class. 


lhe next day Abhay was back 

at Sonsei’s house. Sensei 
greeted him saying, “Come 
Abhay, Ihave some more pieces 
of the puzzle.” 

Abhay sat down wondering 
what Sensei had found. Sensei 
had a cousin in the police who 
had told him the details of how 
the kidnapping had taken place, 

‘The driver, Seetharaman, 
had left Harish’s place to go to 
school, and pick him up. It was 
ashort distance, but one stretch 
was made up of a busy main 
road. At this stretch, a motor 
cyclist began weaving in and out 
of the traffic in a reckless man- 





ner. When Seetharaman had to rate angle first.” 
stop at a junction because the He leaned forward and asked 
lights had changed, the motor Abhayearnestly, “Tellme Abhay, 
cyclist banged into the car. when you saw aa 
‘There was an argument. A 
trafficconstablecame and in- 
spected the damage. When 
the motor cyclist offered to 
pay for the damage to the 
car, the constable let him 
off with a warning, and 
Seetharaman collected his 
name and address. A few 
days later, this was found to 
be a false one. The registra- 
tion number of the motor 
cycle, which the police in- 
vestigated, actually be- 
longed to a car in Salem. 
‘The number plate had been a 
false one too, 























‘n the time that 

Seetharam 
lost during the 
incident, the men 
in the blue Fiat had 
reached the school and 
made away with Harish, 

"Quite a cleverly planned op- 
eration,” said Sensei Murali- 
dharan, 

“Yes sir,” said Abhay. “Did 
you tell your cousin what we 
had found?” 

“Not yet," said 
Sensei Murali- 
dharan, “I want 


to find out more 
about this ka: 


ee 


Q + What did the mummy ghost say 
to the baby ghost? 
At Spook when vou're spooken to, 


9 


Q + What ob did the lady ghost have 
‘on an aeroplane? 
A: An air-ghostess! 





Q: Do you know that Robots 
have no brothers? 
A: They have transistors! 


Q : Why di the boy bury his radio? 
A Baca te bts wer ded! 
Deepa Roo, aged 12, 

Secunderabad 
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Peter and Muthu’s photograph 
in Harish’s house, did you ask 
his mother why she had that 
particular photograph with her?” 

“No sir," said Abhay puzzled. 
“But didn't I explain? Peter and 
Muthu were: not alone in the 
photograph. They were in a 
group along with Mrs 
Rangarajan’s brother.” 

“Mrs. Rangarajan'sbrother?” 
repeattd Sensei. “Did she hap- 








pen to mention his name?” 

“Yes, she did,” said Abhay. 
He thought hard, “I remember 
she called him by name sir. I 
think she said Kamal.... 


no not 


it!" Abhay jumped up 
excitedly.“She called him 
Kathir.” 


there was shock on Sensei 
Muralidharan'sface. Hesat, 
as if stunned by what he had 
heard. As Abhay looked down at 
him, his mind reeled with a hun- 
dred questions. 
What did the name Kathir 
mean to Sensei Muralidharan? 


SCHARADA BAIL 
NEXT MONTH : 





WantA Juicy Leaf 
To Chew On? 





SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 
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